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THE      ]M  EMORY      OF 

JOHN      SHEFFIELD^ 

DUKE   OF    BUCKINGHAMSHIRE, 

THESE 
HIS   MORE    LASTING    REMAINS 

(THE  MONUMENT  OF  HIS  MIND,  AND  MORE 
PERFECT  IMAGE  OF  HIMSELF) 

ARE    HERE    COLLECTED    BY    THE    DIRECTION    OF 

CATHARINE    HIS    DUTCHESS: 

DESIROUS   THAT  HIS   ASHES   MAY  BE  HONOURED, 

AND   HIS    FAME   AND   MERIT  COMMITTED 

TO     THE     TEST     OF 

TIME,  TRUTH,  AND  POSTERITY. 
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TESTIMONIES    of    AUTHORS 


CONCERNING 

HIS   GRACE   AND   HIS   WRITINGS. 

Earl  of  Roscommon,  EfTay  on  Translated  Verfe, 
TT  A  P  P  Y  that  author  !    whofe  corred  efTay  * 
Repairs  fo  well  our  old  Horatian  way. 

Dryden,  Abfalom  and  Achitophcl. 
Sliarp-judging  Adriel,  the  Mufes'  friend, 
Hinifclf  a  Mufe — In  Sanhedrin's  debate. 
True  to  his  prince,  but  not  a  Have  of  llate. 

Dri'DEN,  Verfes  to  Lord  Rofcommon. 
How  will  fweet  Ovid's  ghoil  be  pleas'd  to  hear 
I'lis  fame  augmented  by  an  Englifli  peer  ? 
Hov;  he  enibelliflies  his  Helen's  love. 
Outdoes  in  foftnefs,  and  his  fenfe  improves. 

Dryden,  Preface  to  Virgil's  iEneis. 
*'  Your  EfTay  on  Poetn,'-,  which  was  publilhed  without 
*'  a  name,  and  of  which  I  was  not  honoured  with  the 
"  confidence,  I  read  over  and  over  with  much  delight, 
*'  and  as  much  inilruction;  and,  without  flattering  you, 
'•  or  making  myfclf  juore  moral  than  I  am,  not  without 

^  EiTay  on  Poetry, 
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**  fome  envy.  I  was  loth  to  be  informed  how  an  epic 
"  poem  fhould  be  written,  or  how  a  tragedy  fhould  be 
**  contrived  and  managed  in  better  verfe,  and  with  more 
•*  judgment,  than  I  could  teach  others. 

**  I  gave  the  unknovi'n  author  his  due  commendation, 
**  I  mult  confefs ;  but  who  can  anfwer  for  me,  and  for 
'*  the  reft  of  the  poets  who  heard  me  read  the  poem, 
**  whether  we  fhould  not  have  been  better  pleafed  to  have 
■"*  feen  our  own  names  at  the  bottom  of  the  title-page  ? 
**  Perhaps  we  commended  it  the  more,  that  we  might 
**  feem  to  be  above  the  cenfure,  &c.'* 

Dryden,  Ibid. 
**  This  is  but  doing  juftice  to  my  country,  part  of 
•*  which  honour  will  refleft  on  your  lordfhip,  whofe 
**  thoughts  are  always  juft,  your  numbers  harmonious, 
*'  your  words  chofen,  your  exprefiions  ftrong  and  manly, 
**  your  verfe  flowing,  and  your  turns  as  happy  as  they 
*'  are  eafy.  If  you  would  fet  us  more  copies,  your  ex- 
**  ample  would  make  all  precepts  needlefs.  In  the 
**  meantime,  that  little  you  have  writ  is  owned,  and 
**  that  particularly  by  the  poets  (who  are  a  nation  not 
**  over-lavirti  of  praife  to  their  contemporaries)  as  a  par- 
**  ticular  ornament  of  our  language :  but  the  fweetell 
**  effences  are  always  conlined  in  the  fmaUeft  glafles." 

Dryden,  Dedication  to  Aurengzebe. 
How  great  and  manly  in  your  lordfliip  is  your  con- 
tempt of  popular  applaufe,  and  your  retired  virtue,  which 
Alines  only  to  a  few^  with  whom  you  live  fo  eafily.and 
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freely,  that  you  make  it  evident  you  have  a  foul  which 
is  capable  of  all  the  tendernefs  of  friendfliip,  and  that 
you  only  retire  yourfelf  from  thofe  who  are  not  capable 
of  returning  it !  Your  kindnefs,  where  you  have  once 
placed  it,  is  inviolable  ;  and  it  is  to  that  only  I  attribute 
my  happinefs  in  your  love.  This  makes  me  more  eafily 
forfake  an  argument  on  which  I  could  otherwife  delight 
to  dwell ;  I  mean  your  judgment  in  your  choice  of 
friends,  becaufe  I  have  the  honour  to  be  one.  After 
which,  I  am  fure,  you  will  more  eafily  permit  me  to  be 
filent  in  the  care  you  have  taken  of  my  fortune,  which 
you  have  refcued,  not  only  from  the  pov/er  of  others, 
but  from  my  worft  of  enemies,  my  own  modefty  and 
lazinefs  :  which  favour,  had  it  been  employed  on  a  more 
deferving  fubjeft,  had  been  an  effedl  of  juftice  in  your 
nature ;  but  as  placed  on  me,  is  only  charity.  Yet  withal 
it  is  conferred  on  fuch  a  man,  as  prefers  your  kindnefs 
Itfelf  before  any  of  its  confequences ;  and  who  values, 
as  the  greateft  of  your  favours,  thofe  of  your  love,  and 
of  your  converfation.  From  this  conftancy  to  your 
friends  I  might  reafonably  afiiime,  that  your  refentments 
would  be  as  ftrong  and  lafting  if  they  were  not  reflrained 
by  a  nobler  principle  of  good-nature  and  generofity  ;  fcr 
certainly  it  is  the  fame  compoiition  of  mind,  the  fame 
refolution  and  courage,  which  makes  the  greateft  friend- 
fhips  and  the  greateft  enmities.  To  this  firmnefs  in  all 
your  aftions  (though  you  are  wanting  in  no  other  orna- 
ments of  mind  and  body,  yet  to  this)  I  principally 
afcnbe  the  intereft  your  merits  have  acquired  you  in  the 
royal  family.  A  prince  who  is  conftant  to  bimfeL^,  and 
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fteady  in  all  His  undertakings  ;  one  with  ■w^om  the 
charafter  of  Horace  will  agree  : 

'**  Si  fraftus  illabatur  orbis, 
**  Impavidum  ferient  ruinas." 

•Such  a  one  cannot  but  place  an  efteem,  and  repofe  a  con- 
fidence on  him  whom  no  adverfity,  no  change  of  courts, 
no  bribery  of  interefl,  or  cabal  of  factions,  or  advantages 
of  fortune,  can  remove  from  the  felid  foundations  of 
honour  and  fidelity. 

"  Ille  meos,  primus  qui  me  fibi  junxit,  amores 
*='  Abftuht,  ille  habeat  fecum,  fervetque  fepulcro." 

How  well  your  lordfliip  will  deferve  that  praife,  I  need 
no  infpiration  to  foretel.  You  have  already  left  no  room 
.for  prophecy  :  your  early  undertakings  have  been  fuch, 
in  the  fervice  of  your  king  and  country,  when  you  offered 
yourfelf  to  the  mofl  dangerous  em.ployment,  that  of 
the  fea ;  when  you  chofe  to  abandon  thofe  delights  to 
which  3'our  youth  and  fortune  did  invite  you,  to  undergo 
tlie  hazards,  and,  which  was  worfe,  the  company  of  com- 
mon feamen  ;  that  you  have  made  it  evident  you  will 
refufe  no  opportunity  of  rendering  yourfelf  ufeful  to 
the  nation,  when  either  your  courage  or  condudl  fhall 
be  required. 

Bifhop  Burnet,  Preface  to  Sir  T.  More's  Utopia. 
Our  language  is  now  certainly  propi:rer  and  more 
natural  thau  it  was  formerly,  chiefly^fmce  the  corrtftioc 
\that  was  given  by  the  Rehearfal ;  and  it  ib  to  be  hoped 
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"tliat  the  Eflay  on  Poetry,  which  may  be  well  matched 
with  the  bell  pieces  of  its  kind  that  even  Auguftus's  age 
produced,  will  have  a  more  powerful  operation,  if  clear 
fenfe,  joined  with  home  but  gentle  reproofs,  can  work 
more  on  our  writere  than  that  unmerciful  cxpofmg  of 
them  has  done. 

Addison,  Speftator,  N°  253. 
We  have  three  poems  in  our  tongue,  which  are  of  the 
fame  nature,   and  each   of  them  a  mafler-piece   in  its 
kind  :    the  Eflay  on   Tran Hated  Verfe,  the   Eflay   on 
Poetry,  and  the  Eflay  on  Criticifm. 

Lord  Lansdowne,  Efl"ay  on  Unnatural  Flights,  Sec, 
Rofcommon  hrfl:,  then  Mulgrave  rofe,  like  hght, 
To  clear  «ur  darknefs,  and  to  guide  our  flight : 
With  fl:eady  judgment,  and  in  lofty  founds. 
They  gave  us  patterns,  and  they  fet  us  bounds. 
The  Stagyrite  and  Horace  laid  afide, 
Inform'd  by  them  we  need  no  foreign  guide  ; 
Who  feek  from  poetry  a  lafting  name, 
Ivlay  from  their  leflbns  learn  the  road  to  fame. 

Prior,  Alma,  Cant.  2. 
Happy  the  poet !   bleil  the  lays  ! 
Which  Buckingham  has  deign'd  to  praife. 

Garth,  Dlfpenfary. 
Now  Tyber's  flream.s  no  courtly  Gallus  fee. 
Bat  fniihng  Thames  enjoys  his  Normanby. 

Pgfe, 
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Pope,  EfTay  on  Criticifm. 
Yet  fome  there  were  among  the  founder  few. 
Of  thofe  who  lefs  prefum'd,  and  better  knew. 
Who  durfl  afTert  the  jailer  ancient  caiife, 
And  here  rellor'd  Wit's  fundamental  laws  : 
Such  was  the  Mufe,  whofe  rules  and  praAice  tell, 
**  Nature's  chief  mafter-piece  is  writing  well." 

Pope,  Mifcellanies. 
Mufe,  'tis  enough  ;  at  length  thy  labour  ends, 
And  thou  (halt  live,  for  Buckingham  commends* 
X.et  crowds  of  critics  now  my  verfe  affail, 
Let  Dennis  write,  and  namelefs  numbers  rail : 
This  more  than  pays  whole  years  of  thanklefs  pain^ 
Time,  health,  and  fortune,  are  not  loll  in  vain  j 
Sheffield  approves,  confenting  Phcebus  bends, 
And  I  and  Malice  from  this  hour  are  friends. 
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THE     TEMPLE     OF     DEATH. 

IN   IMITATION   OF  THE   FRENCH. 

TN  thofe  cold  climates,  where  the  fun  appears 
-*-  Unwillingly,  and  hides  his  face  In  tears, 
A  difmal  vale  Hes  in  a  defert  ille, 
On  which  indulgent  heaven  did  never  fmile. 
There  a  thick  grove  of  aged  cyprefs  trees, 
Which  none  without  an  awful  horror  fees. 
Into  its  wither'd  arms,  depriv'd  of  leaves, 
Whole  flocks  of  ill-prefaging  birds  receives  : 
Polfons  are  all  the  plants  that  foil  will  bear, 
And  winter  is  the  only  feafon  there  : 

2  MilHons 


12     BUCKINGHAMSHIRE'S    POEMS. 

Millions  of  graves  o'erfpread  the  fpacious  field. 
And  fprings  of  blood  a  thoufand  rivers  yield  ; 
Whofe  ftreams,  opprefs'd  with  carcafTes  and  bones, 
Inftead  dT  gentle  murmurs,  pour  forth  groans. 
Within  this  vale  a  famous  temple  ftands, 
Old  as  the  world  itfelf,  which  it  commands ; 
Round  is  its  figure,  and  four  iron  gates 
Divide  mankind,  by  order  of  the  Fates  : 
Thither  in  crowds  come  to  one  common  grave 
The  young,  -the  old,  the  monarch,  and  the  flave. 
Old  age  and  pains,  thofe  evils  man  deplores, 
Are  rigid  keepers  of  th'  eternal  doors  ; 
All  clad  in  miournful  blacks,  which  fadly  load 
The  facred  walls  of  this  obfcure  abode  ; 
And  tapers,  of  a  pitchy  fubilance  made. 
With  clouds  of  fmoke  inci^afe  the  difm-ctl  fhade. 

A  monfter  void  of  reafon  and  of  fight 
The  goddefs  is,  who  fways  this  realm  of  night  ; 
Her  power  extends  o'er  all  things  that  have  breathji 
A  cruel  tyrant,  and  her  name  is  Death. 
The  fairell  objeft  of  our  Avondering  eyes 
AVas  newly  offcr'd  up  her  facrifice  ; 
Th'  adjoining  places  where  the  altar  ftood^ 
Yet  blufhing  with  the  fair  Almcria's  blood. 
When  griev'd  Oronte^?,  wliofe  unhappy  flaine 
Is  known  to  all  who  e'er  converfe  with  Fame, 
His  mind  pofTefs'd  by  Fury  and  Defpair, 
Within  the  facred  temple  made  this  prayer  : 

Great  Deity  !    who  in  thy  liaiids  doll  bear 
That  iron  fceplre  vvjiich  poor  moiluls  fear; 

Wh 
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W^o,  wanting  eyes  tliyfelf,  refpefteft;  none, 
And  neither  fpar'il  the  laurel  nor  the  crown  ! 
O  thou,  whom  all  mankind  in  vain  withftand, 
Each  of  whofe  blood  muft  one  day  Ibin  thy  hand  I 
O  thou,  who  every  eye  that  fees  the  light 
Clofeft  for  ever  in  the  fhades  of  night ! 
Goddeis,  attend,  and  hearken  to  my  grief. 
To  which  thy  power  alone  can  give  relief. 
Alas  !    I  aflc  not  to  defer  my  fate, 
But  wiih  my  haplefs  life  a  Hiorter  date  ; 
And  that  the  earth  would  in  its  bowels  hide 
A  wretch,  whom  Heaven  invades  on  every  fide  '^ 
That  from  the  fight  of  day  I  could  remove, 
And  might  have  nothing  left  me  but  my  love. 

Thou  only  comforter  of  minds  oppreil. 
The  port  v.»here  wearied  fpirits  are  at  rell ; 
Condudor  to  Elyfium,  take  my  life. 
My  breaft  I  offer  to  thy  facred  knife  ; 
So  juft  a  grace  refufe  not,  nor  dcfpife 
A  Vv'iliing,  though  a  worthlefs  facrifice. 
Others  (their  frail  and  mortal  ftate  forgot) 
Before  thy  altars  are  not  to  be  brought 
Without  conftraint ;  the  noife  of  dying  rage,. 
Heaps  of  the  flain  of  every  fex  and  age. 
The  blade  all  reeking  in  the  gore  it  fhed, 
With  fever'd  heads  and  arms  confus'dly  fpread  ; 
The  rapid  flames  of  a  perpetual  fire, 
The  groans  of  wretches  ready  to  expire  : 
This  tragic  fcene  in  terror  makes  them  live, 
Till  that  is  forc'd  which  they  fliould  freely  give  ; 

Yielding 
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Yielding  unwillingly  what  Heaven  will  have, 
Their  fears  eclipfe  the  glory  of  their  grave : 
Before  thy  face  they  make  indecent  moan, 
And  feel  a  hundred  deaths  in  fearing  one ; 
Thy  flame  becomes  unhallow^'d  in  their  breaft. 
And  he  a  murderer  who  was  a  priefl. 
But  againft  me  thy  ftrongeft  forces  call, 
And  on  my  head  let  all  the  tempeft  fall ; 
No  mean  retreat  fliall  any  weaknefs  fhow, 
But  calmly  I'll  exped  the  fatal  blow  ; 
My  hmbs  not  trembhng,  in  my  mind  no  fear. 
Plaints  in  my  mouth,  nor  in  my  eyes  a  tear. 
Think  not  that  Time,  our  wonted  fure  relief. 
That  univerfal  cure  for  every  grief, 
Whofe  aid  fo  many  lovers  oft'  have  found. 
With  hke  fuccefs  can  ever  heal  my  wound ; 
Too  Aveak  the  power  of  nature,  or  of  art. 
Nothing  but  death  can  eafe  a  broken  heart : 
And  that  thou  may'ft  behold  my  helplefs  Hate, 
Learn  the  extremeft  rigour  of  my  fate. 

Amidft  th'  innumerable  beauteous  train, 
Paris,  the  queen  of  cities,  does  contain, 
(The  faireft  town,  the  largell,  and  the  beft) 
The  fair  Almeria  fliin'd  above  the  reft  : 
From  her  bright  eyes  to  feel  a  hopelefs  flame, 
Was  of  our  youth  the  mofl:  ambitious  aim  ; 
Her  chains  were  marks  of  honour  to  the  brave, 
She  made  a  prince  whene'er  flie  made  a  flave. 
Love,  under  whofe  tyrannic  power  I  groan, 
Shevv'd  me  this  beauty  ere  'twas  fully  blown ; 
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Her  timorous  charms,  and  her  unpraftis'd  look, 
Their  firil  afTui-ance  from  my  conquefl  took  ; 
By  wounding  me,  fhe  learn'd  the  fatal  art, 
And  the  firil  figh  fhe  had  was  from  my  heart : 
My  eyes,  with  tears  moiflening  her  fnowy  arms, 
Render'd  the  tribute  owing  to  her  charms. 
But,  as  I  foonefl  of  all  mortals  paid 
My  vows,  and  to  her  beauty  altars  made  ; 
Soy  among  all  thofe  flaves  that  figh'd  in  vain. 
She  thought  me  only  worthy  of  my  chain  : 
Love's  heavy  burden  my  fubmiffive  heart 
Endur'd  not  long,  before  fhe  bore  her  part ; 
My  violent  flame  melted  her  frozen  breaft. 
And  in  foft  fighs  her  pity  fhe  exprefs'd  ; 
Her  gentle  voice  allay'd  my  raging  pains, 
And  her  fair  hands  fuftain'd  me  in  my  chains  ; 
Ev'n  tears  of  pity  waited  on  my  moan. 
And  tender  looks  were  cafl  on  me  alone. 
My  hopes  and  dangers  were  lefs  mine  than  hers, 
Thofe  fill'd  her  foul  with  joys,  and  thefe  with  fears  ; 
Our  hearts,  united,  had  the  fame  defires. 
And  both  ahke  burn'd  with  impatient  fires. 
Too  faithful  Memory  !    I  give  thee  leave 
Thy  wretched  mafler  kindly  to  deceive  ; 
Oh,  make  me  not  poffeffor  of  her  charms, 
Let  me  not  find  her  languifh  in  my  arms  ; 
Paft  joys  are  now  my  fancy's  mournful  themes ; 
Make  all  my  happy  nights  appear  but  dreams  : 
Let  not  fuch  bhfs  before  my  eyes  be  brought, 
O  hide  thofe  fcenes  from  my  tormenting  thought ; 

And 
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And  in>  their  place  difdainful  beauty  fhow  ; 
If  thou  would'ft  not  be  cruel,  make  her  fo  : 
And,  fomething  to  abate  my  deep  defpair, 

0  let  her  feem  lefs  gentle,  or  lefs  fair. 
But  I  in  vain  flatter  my  wounded  mind  ;. 
Never  was  nymph  fo  lovely  or  fo  kind :. 
No  cold  repulfes  my  defire  fuppreft, 

1  feldom  figh'd,  but  on  Almeria's  breaft  :- 
Of  all  the  paflions  which  mankind  deftroy^. 
I  only  felt  excefs  of  love  and  joy  ; 
Unnumbered  pleafures  charm'd  my  fenfe,  and  they 
Were,  as  my  love,  without  the  leafl  allay. 

As  pure,  alas  !  but  not  fo  fure  to  laft, 

For,  like  a  pleafing  dream,  they  are  all  paft. 

From  heaven  her  beauties  like  fierce  lightnings  came^- 

Which  break  through  darknefs  with  a  glorious  flame  ;. 

Awhile  they  fhine,  awhile  our  minds  amaze,. 

Our  wondering  eyes  are  dazzled  with  the  blaze ; 

But  thunder  follows,  whofe  refilllefs  rage 

None  can  withftand,  and  nothing  can  afliiage ; 

And  all  that  light  which  thofe  bright  flaflies  gave. 

Serves  only  to  condu6l  us  to  our  grave. 

When  I  had  jufl:  begun  love's  joys  to  tafte, 
(Thofe  full  rewards  for  fears  and  dangers  pafl:) 
A  fever  feiz'd  her,  and  to  nothing  brought 
The  richeft  work  that  ever  nature  wrought. 
All  things  below,  alas  !  uncertain  ftand  ; 
The  firmefl  rocks  are  fix'd  upon  the  fand  : 
Under  this  law  both  kings  and  kingdoms  bend,, 
And  no  beginning  Is  witliout  an  end.  ^         , 

A  facrifice 
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A  facrifice  to  time,  fate  dooms  us  all, 
And  at  the  tyrant's  feet  we  dally  fall : 
Time,  whofe  bold  hand  will  bring  alike  to  duft. 
Mankind,  and  temples  too  in  which  they  trull. 

Her  walled  fpirits  now  begin  to  faint. 
Yet  patience  ties  her  tongue  from  all  complaint, 
And  in  her  heart  as  in  a  fort  remains ; 
But  yields  at  lail  to  her  refilllefs  pains. 
Thus  while  the  f.:ver,  amorous  of  his  prey, 
Through  all  her  veins  makes  his  delightful  way, 
Her  fate'a^ike  Semele's  ;  the  flames  deftroy 
That  beauty  they  too  eagerly  enjoy. 
Her  charming  face  is  in  its  fpring  decay'd. 
Pale  grow  the  rofes,  and  the  lilies  fade  ; 
Her  flcin  has  lofl:  that  luilre  which  furpafs'd 
The  fun's,  and  well  defei-v'd  as  long  to  lail : 
Her  eyes,  which  ub'd  to  pierce  the  harded  hearts. 
Are  now  difarm'd  of  all  their  flames  and  darts  ; 
Thofe  liars  now  heavily  and  flowly  move  j 
And  iicknefs  triumphs  in  the  throne  of  love. 
The  fever  every  m.oment  more  prevails, 
Its  rage  her  body  feels,  and  tongue  bewails  : 
She,  whofe  difdain  fo  many  lovers  prove. 
Sighs  now  for  torment,  as  they  figh  for  love, 
And  with  loud  cries,  which  rend  the  neighbouring  air. 
Wounds  my  fad*  heart,  and  weakens  my  defpair. 
Both  men  and  gods  I  charge  now  with  my  lofs. 
And,  wild  v/ith  grief,  my  thoughts  e?xh  other  crofs^ 
My  heart  and  tongue  labour  in  both  extremes. 
This  fends  up  humble  prayers,  while  that  blafphsmes  : 
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1  aflc  their  help,  whofe  mahce  I  defy, 
And  mingle  facrilege  with  piety. 
But,  tliat  which  miiil  yet  more  perplex  my  mind, 
To  love  her  truly,  I  mud  feem  unkind  ; 
So  unconcernM  a  face  my  forrow  wears, 
I  muil  reftrain  unruly  floods  of  tears. 
My  eyes  and  toKgue  put  on  difTcrabling  forms, 
I  fhew  a  calmntfs  in  the  midft  of  ftorms  ; 
I  feem  to  hope  when  all  my  hopes  are  gone. 
And,  almoft  dead  with  grief,  difcover  none. 
But  who  -can  long  deceive  a  loving  eye. 
Or  with  dry  eyes  behold  his  miiftrefs  die  ? 
When  paffion  had  with  all  its  terrors  brought 
Th'  approaching  danger  nearer  to  my  thought. 
Off  on  a  fudden  fell  the  forc'd  difguife. 
And  fnew'd  a  fighing  heart  in  weeping  eyes  : 
My  apprehenfions,  now  no  more  confin'd, 
Expos'd  my  forrows,  and  betray 'd  my  mind. 
Tlie  r^.ir  affi'-^ed  foon  perceives  my  tears, 
Explains  my  fighs,  and  thence  concludes  my  fears  : 
With  fad  prefages  of  her  hopelefs  cafe. 
She  reads  her  fate  in  my  dejefted  face  ; 
Then  feels  my  torment,  and  neglects  her  own, 
While  I  am  fenfible  of  hers  alone  ; 
Each  does  the  other's  burthen  kindly  bear, 
I  fear  her  death,  and  fhe  bewails  my_  fear ; 
Tliough  thus  we  fuffer  under  Fortune's  darts, 
'Tis  only  thofe  of  love  which  reach  our  hearts. 
Mean  while  the  fever  mocks  at  all  our  fears, 
Grows  by  our  fighs,  and  rages  at  our  tears : 

3  Thofc 
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Thofe  vain  efFefts  of  our  as  vain  defire, 
Like  wind  and  oil,  incrcafc  the  fatal  fire. 

Almeria  then,  feeling  the  deftinies 
About  to  fliut  her  lips,  and  clofe  her  eyes  ; 
Weeping,  in  mine,  fix'd  her  fair  trembling  hand, 
And  with  thefe  words  I  fcarce  could  underftand, 
Her  paflion  in  a  dying  voice  exprefs'd 
Half,  and  her  fighs,  alas !  made  out  the  reft. 

'Tis  paft  ;  this  pang — Nature  gives  o'er  the  ftrife  ; 
Thou  m.uft  thy  miftrefs  lofe,  and  I  my  life. 
1  die  ;  but,  dying  thine,  the  fates  may  prove 
Their  conqueft  over  me,  but  not  my  love  : 
Thy  memor)',  my  glor}-,  and  my  pain, 
In  fpitc  of  death  itfelf  fhall  ftill  remain. 
Dearell  Orontes,  my  hard  fate  denies, 
That  hope  is  the  lall  thing  which  in  us  dies  : 
From  my  griev'd  breaft  all  thofe  foft  thoughts  are  lied, 
And  love  furvlves  it,  though  my  hope  is  dead ; 
I  yield  my  life,  but  keep  my  paflion  yet. 
And  can  all  thoughts,  but  of  Orontes,  quit. 

My  flame  increafes  as  my  ftrength  decays  ; 
Death,  which  puts  out  tlie  light,  the  heat  will  raife  ; 
That  ftill  remains,  though  I  from  hence  remove  ; 
I  lofe  my  lover,  but  I  keep  my  love. 

The  fighs  which  fent  forth  that  laft  tender  word, 
Up  tow'rds  the  heavens  like  a  blight  meteor  foar'd  ; 
And  the  kind  nymph,  not  yet  bereft  of  charms, 
Fell  cold  and  breathlefs  in  her  lover's  anris. 

Goddefs,  who  nov\'  my  fate  haft  underftood. 
Spare  but  my  tears,  and  freely  take  mv  blood  : 

C  2  '  Here 
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Here  let  me  end  the  ftory  of  my  cares  ; 
My  difmal  grief  enough  the  reft  declares. 
Judge  thou  by  all  this  mifery  difplay'd, 
Whether  I  ought  not  to  implore  thy  aid  : 
Thus  to  furvive,  reproaches  on  me  draws  j 
Never  fad  wifhes  had  fo  juft  a  caufe. 

Come  then,  my  only  hope  ;  in  every  place 
Thou  vifiteft,  men  trr  nble  at  thy  face, 
And  fear  thy  name  :  once  let  thy  fatal  hand 
Fall  on  a  fwain  that  does  the  blow  demand. 
Vouchfafe  thy  dart  ;  I  need  not  one  of  thofe^ 
With  which  thou  doft  unwilling  kings  depofe  : 
A  welcome  death  the  fiighteft  wound  can  bring,, 
And  free  a  foul  already  on  her  wing. 
Without  thy  aid,  moft  miierable  I 
Mull  ever  wilh,  yet  not  obtain  to  die. 


ODE      ON      LOVE. 
I. 

T    ET  others  fongs  or  fatires  write, 
-■"-^    Provok'd  by  vanity  or  fpite  ; 
My  Mufe  a  nobler  caufe  ihall  move, 
To  found  aloud  the  praife  of  Love  : 

That  gentle,  yet  refiftlefs  heat, 
Which  raifss  men  to  all  things  good  and  great : 
While  other  paffions  of  the  mind 
To  low  brutality  debafe  mankind, 
By  love  we  are  above  ourfelves  rehnM. 

Oh 


} 
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Oh  love,  thou  trance  divine  !   in  which  the  foul, 
Unclogg'd  with  worldly  cares,  may  range  without  con- 
trol ; 
And  foaring  to  her  heaven,  from  thence  infpir'd  can 

teach 
High  myfteries,  above  poor  Reafon's  feeble  reach. 

II. 
To  weak  old  age.  Prudence  fome  aid  may  prove, 
And  curb  thofe  appetites  that  faintly  move 
But  wild,  impetuous  youth  is  tam'd  by  nothin 

than  love. 
Of  men  too  rough  for  peace,  too  rude  for  arts, 
J^ovc's  power  can  penetrate  the  hardeft  hearts  ; 
And  through  the  clofeft  pores  a  paffage  find. 
Like  that  of  light,  to  fliine  all  o*er  the  mind. 
The  want  of  love  does  both  extremes  produce  ; 
Maids  are  too  nice,  and  men  as  much  too  loofe  ; 
While  equal  good  an  amorous  couple  find, 
She  makes  him  conilant,  and  he  makes  her  kind. 
New  charms  in  vain  a  lover's  faith  would  prove  ; 
Hermits  or  bed-rid  men  they'll  fooner  move  : 
The  fair  inveigler  will  but  fadly  lind 

There's  no  fuch  eunuch  as  a  man  In  love. 
But  when  by  his  chafte  nymph  embrac'd, 
(For  love  makes  all  embraces  challc) 
Then  the  tranfported  creature  can 
Do  wonders,  and  is  more  than  man. 
Both  hearen  and  earth  would  our  defires  confine ; 
But  yet  in  vain  both  heaven  and  earth  combine, 
TJnkfs  where  love  blefTes  the  great  defign. 

C  3  Hyi 


} 


zi     BUCKINGHAMSHIRE'S  POEMS. 

Hymen  makes  fafl  the  hand,  but  Love  the  heart ; 
He  the  fool's  god,  thou  nature's  Hymen  art ; 
Whofe  laws  once  broke,  we  are  not  held  by  force. 
But  the  falfe  breach  itfeif  is  a  divorce, 

III. 

For  love  the  mifer  will  his  gold  defpife, 
The  falfe  grov/  faithful,  and  the  foolifli  wife  ; 
Cautious  the  young,  and  complaifant  the  old. 
The  cruel  gentle,  and.  the  coward  bold. 
Thou  glorious  fun  within  our  fouls, 
Whofe  inf?aence  fo  much  controls  ; 
Ev'n  dull  and  heavy  lumps  of  love, 
Quicken'd  by  thee,  more  lively  move  ; 
And  if  their  heads  but  any  fubllancc  hold, 
Love  ripens  all  that  drofs  into  the  pureil  gold. 

In  heaven's  great  work  thy  part  is  fuch, 
That  mnller-h'ke  thou  giv'ft  the  laft  great  touch 

To  heaven's  ov/n  mafler-piece  of  man  ; 
And  linifneft  what  Nature  but  began  : 
Thy  happy  ftroke  can  into  foftnefs  bring 
Reafon,  tliat  rough  and  wrangling  thing. 

From  childhood  upwards  we  decay, 
And  grow  but  greater  children  every  day  : 
So,  reafon,  how  can  we  be  faid  to  rife  ? 
So  many  cares  attend  the  being  wife, 
'Tis  rather  falling  down  a  precipice. 
From  Senfe  to  Reafon  unimproved  we  move  ; 
We  only  then  advance,  when  Reafon  turns  to  Love. 

IV.  Thou 
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IV. 

Thou  reigncft  o'er  our  eartlily  gods  ; 
UncrownM  by  thee,  their  other  crowns  are  loads  ; 
One  beauty's  fmile  their  meaneft  courtier  brings 
leather  to  pity  than  to  envy  kings  ; 
His  fellow  flaves  he  takes  them  now  to  be, 
FavourM  by  love  perhaps  much  lefs  than  he» 

For  love,  the  timorous  bafhful  maid 
Of  nothing  but  denying  is  afraid  ; 

For  love  fhe  overcomes  her  fliame, 
Forfakes  her  fortune,  and  forgets  her  fame  ; 
Yet,  if  but  with  a  conftant  lover  bleft, 
Thanks  Heaven  for  that,  and  never  minds  the  rcfl:, 

V. 

Love  is  the  fait  of  life  ;  a  higher  tafte 
It  gives  to  pleafiire,  and  then  makes  it  laft. 
Thofe  flighted  favours  which  cold  nymphs  difpenfe. 
Mere  common  counters  of  the  fenfe, 
l)efe6tive  both  in  metal  and  in  meafure, 
A  lover's  fancy  coins  into  a  treafure. 
How  vail  the  fubjedl  !  what  a  boundlefs  ftore 
Of  bright  ideas  fliining  all  before  ! 
The  Mufe's  fighs  forbid  me  to  give  o'er ! 
But  the  kind  god  incites  us  various  ways. 
And  now  I  find  him  all  my  ardour  raife. 
His  precepts  to  perform,  as  well  as  praife*. 


C  4  ELEGY 
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TO       THE 

DUTCHESS     OF     R 


^T^HOU  lovely  flave  to  a  rude  biifband's  will, 

-*-     By  Nature  us'd  fo  well,  by  liihi  fo  ill ! 
For  all  that  grief  we  fee  your  mind  endure, 
Your  glafs  prefents  you  with  a  pleafmg  cure. 
Thofe  maids  you  envy  for  their  happier  ftate, 
To  have  your  form,  would  gladly  have  your  fate ; 
And  of  like  jQavery  each  wife  complains, 
Without  fuch  beauty's  help  to  bear  her  chains, 
Hufbands  like  him  we  every -where  may  fee ; 
But  where  can  we  behold  a  wife  like  thee  ? 

While  to  a  tyrant  you  by  fate  are  ty'd, 
By  love  you  tyrannize  o'er  all  befide  : 
Thofe  eyes,  though  weeping,  can  no  pity  move  ; 
Worthy  our  grief!   more  worthy  of  our  love  ! 
You,  while  fo  fliir  (do  Fortune  what  fhe  pleafc) 
Can  be  no  more  in  pain  than  we  at  eafe  ; 
Unlefs,  unfatisfied  with  all  our  vows, 
Y''our  vain  ambition  fo  unbounded  grows, 
That  you  repine  a  huJiband  fhould  efcape 
Th'  united  force  of  fuch  a  face  and  fiiape. 
If  fo,  alas  !  for  all  thofe  charming  powers, 
Your  cafe  is  jull  as  defperate  as  ours. 
Expe6l  that  birds  fhould  only  fmg  to  you, 
And,  as  you  walk,  that  ev'ry  tree  fhould  bow  ; 

Exped 
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ExpeA  thofe  ftatues,  as  you  pafs,  flioiild  burn  ; 
And  that  with  wonder  men  fhould  ftatues  turn  ; 
Such  beauty  is  enough  to  give  things  life, 
But  not  to  make  a  hufband  love  his  wife  : 
A  Inifband,  worfe  than  ftatues,  or  than  trees  ; 
Colder  than  thofe,  lefs  fenfible  than  thefe. 
Then  from  fo  dull  a  care  your  thoughts  remove, 
And  wafte  not  fighs  you  only  owe  to  love. 
'Tis  pity,  fighs  from  fuch  a  breaft  ftiould  part, 
Unlefs  to  eafe  fome  doubtful  lover's  heart ; 
Who  dies  becaufe  he  muft  too  juftly  prize 
"What  yet  the  dull  pofleflbr  does  defpife. 
Thus  precious  jewels  among  Indians  grow. 
Who  nor  their  ufe,  nor  wondrous  value  know  ; 
But  we  for  thofe  bright  treafures  tempt  the  main, 
And  hazard  hfe  for  what  the  fools  difdain. 

A 

LETTER     FROM    SEA. 

T^Aireft,  if  time  and  abfence  can  incline 

•*•       Your  heart  to  wandering  thoughts  no  more  than 

mine; 
Then  fhall  my  hand,  ^s  changelefs  as  my  mind, 
From  your  glad  eyes  a  kindly  welcome  find  ; 
Then,  while  this  note  my  conftancy  allures, 
You'll  be  almoft  as  pleas'd,  as  I  with  yours. 
And  truft  me,  when  I  feel  that  kind  relief, 
Abfence  itfelf  awliile  fufpends  its  grief: 
So  may  it  do  with  you,  but  ftrait  return  ; 
ior  it  were  cruel  not  fomelimes  to  mourn 

His 
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His  fate,  who  this  long  time  he  keeps  away,. 
Mourns  all  the  night,  and  fighs  out  all  the  day  ; 
Grieving  yet  more,  when  he  reflects  that  you 
Mult  not  be  happy,  or  mufl  not  be  true. 
But  fmce  to  me  it  feems  a  blacker  fate 
To  be  inconftant,  than  unfoitunate  ; 
Remember  all  thofe  vows  between  us  pafl. 
When  I  from  all  I  value  parted  laft  ; 
May  you  alike  with  kind  impatience  burn. 
And  fomething  mifs,  till  I  with  joy  return  ; 
And  foon  may  pitying  Heaven  that  bleffing  giveji^ 
As  in  the  hopes  of  that  alone  I  live. 


LOVE'S     SLAVERY. 

/^  RAVE  fops  my  envy  now  beget, 
^-^      Who  did  my  pity  move  ; 
They,  by  the  right  of  wanting  wit, 
Are  free  from  cares  of  love. 

Turks  honour  fools,  becaufe  they  are 

By  that  defedl  fecure 
From  flavery  and  toils  of  war, 

Which  all  the  reft  endure. 

So  I,  who  fuffer  cold  negleft 

And  wounds  from  Celia's  eyes,. 
Begin  extremely  to  refpeft 

Thefe  fools  that  feem  fo  wife. 

.'Tis 
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'Tis  tnie,  they  fondly  fct  their  hearts 

On  things  of  no  dehght ; 
To  pafs  all  day  for  men  of  parts, 

They  pafs  alone  the  night. 

But  Celia  never  breaks  their  reft  j 

Such  fervants  flie  dlfdains  ; 
And  fo  the  fops  are  dully  bleft, 

Vvliile  I  endure  her  chains. 


THE 

D        R        E        A        M. 

TJ  E  A  D  Y  to  throw  me  at  the  feet 
-■-^     Of  that  fair  nymph  whom  I  adore, 
Lnpatient  thofe  delights  to  meet 
Which  I  enjoy*d  the  night  before  ; 

By  her  wonted  fcomful  brow, 

Soon  the  fond  miftake  I  find ; 
Ixion  mourn'd  his  error  fo, 

When  Juno's  form  the  cloud  refign'd. 

Sleep,  to  make  its  charms  more  priz'd 
Than  waking  joys,  which  moft  prevail. 

Had  cunningly  itfelf  difguis'd 
In  a  fhape  that  could  not  fail. 

There  my  Celiacs  fnowy  arms, 

Breads,  and  other  parts  more  dear, 
Expofing  new  and  unknown  charms. 

To  my  tranfported  foul  appear. 

Thea 
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Then  you  fo  much  kindnefs  fhow. 

My  defpair  deluded  flies  ; 
And  indulgent  dreams  bellow 

What  your  cruelty  denies. 

Blufli  not  that  your  image  Love 

Naked  to  my  fancy  brought  ; 
'Tis  hard,  methinks,  to  difapprove 

The  joys  I  feel  without  your  fault. 

Wonder  not  a  fancy'd  blifs 

Can  fuch  griefs  as  mine  remove  ; 
That  honour  as  fantaftic  is, 

Which  makes  you  flight  fuch  conllant  love; 

The  virtue  wliich  you  value  fo, 

Is  but  a  fancy  frail  and  vain  ; 
Nothing  is  folid  here  below, 

Except  my  love  and  your  difdain. 


TO    ONE    WHD    ACCUSED    HIM    OF    BEING    TO^ 
SENSUAL    IN  HIS    LOVE. 

^  I  ^HINK  not,  my  fair,  'tis  fm  or  (hame, 

To  blefs  the  man  v/ho  fo  adores  ; 
Nor  give  fo  hard,  unjuft  a  name 

To  all  thofe  favours  lie  implores. 
Beauty  is  Heaven's  mod  bounteous  gift  efteemM, 
JBecaufe  by  love  men  are  from  vice  redeem'd. 

Yet 
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Yet  wifh  not  vainly  for  a  love 

From  all  the  force  of  nature  clear  : 
That  is  referv'd  for  thofe  above. 

And  'tis  a  fault  to  claim  it  here. 
For  fenfual  joys  ye  fcorn  that  we  fhould  love  ye. 
But  love  without  them  is  as  much  above  ye. 

THE 

WARNING. 

T     OVERS,  who  waile  your  thoughts  and  youth 
"^"^        In  pailion's  fond  extremes, 
Who  dream  of  women's  love  and  truth. 
And  doat  upon  your  dreams  : 

1  fliould  not  here  your  fancy  take 

From  fuch  a  pleafmg  ftate, 
Were  you  not  fure  at  lall  to  wake. 

And  find  your  fault  too  late. 

Then  learn  betimes,  the  love  which  crowns 

Our  cares  is  all  but  wiles. 
Composed  of  falfe  fantaftic  frowns, 

And  foft  diffembling  fmiles. 

With  anger,  which  fometimes  they  feign. 

They  cruel  tyrants  prove  ; 
And  then  turn  flatterers  again, 

With  as  affecled  love. 

As  if  fome  injur)--  was  meant 

To  thofe  they  kindly  usM, 
Thofe  lovers  are  the  mofl:  content 

That  have  been  Hill  refus'd. 

Since 
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Since  each  has  in  his  bofom  nurft 

A  falfe  and  fawning  foe, 
'Tis  juft  and  wife,  by  linking  firft, 

To  'fcape  the  fatal  blow. 

T    O 

AMORETTA. 

"Vi^THEN  I  held  out  againll  your  eyes, 

You  took  the  fureil  courfe 
A  heart  unwary  to  furprife, 
You  ne'er  could  take  by  force. 

However,  though  I  ftrive  no  more. 

The  fort  will  now  be  priz'd, 
Which,  if  furrender'd  up  before. 

Perhaps  had  been  defpis'd. 

But,  gentle  Amoretta,  though 

I  cannot  love  reliil, 
Think  not,  when  you  have  caught  me  fo, 

To  ufe  me  as  you  lift. 

Inconftancy  or  coldnefs  will 

My  foolifh  heart  reclaim  : 
Then  I  come  off  with  honour  ftill, 

But  you,  alas  !  with  fhame. 

A  heart  by  kindnefs  only  gain'd, 

Will  a  dear  conqueft  prove  ; 
And,  to  be  kept,  rnuft  be  maintain 'd 

At  vaft  expence  of  love. 


THE 
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THE 

VENTURE. 

/^  H,  how  I  languIHi  !  what  a  llrangc 
^^        Unruly  tierce  defirc  ! 
My  fpirits  feel  fome  wondrous  change, 
My  heart  is  all  on  fire. 

Now,  all  ye  wifer  thoughts,  away, 

In  vain  your  tale  ye  tell 
Of  patient  hopes,  and  dull  delay. 

Love's  foppifh  part ;  farewell. 

Suppofe  one  week's  delay  would  givQ 

All  that  my  wifhes  move  ; 
Oh,  who  fo  long  a  time  can  live, 

Stretch'd  on  the  rack  of  love  ? 

Her  foul  perhaps  is  too  fublime, 

To  like  fuch  Havifh  fear  ; 
Difcretion,  prudence,  all  is  crime. 

If  once  condemn'd  by  her. 

When  honour  does  the  foldier  call 

To  fome  unequal  fight, 
RcfolvM  to  conquer,  or  to  fall. 

Before  his  general's  fight  ; 

Advane'd  the  happy  hero  lives  ; 

Or  if  ill  fate  denies. 
The  noble  rafiinefs  Heaven  forgives, 

And  gloricuflv  lie  dies. 

INCOK- 
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INCONSTANCY  EXCUSED. 

SONG. 

T  Mufl  confefs,  I  am  untrue 

To  Gloriana's  eyes ; 
But  he  that's  fmil'd  upon  by  you^, 
Mufl  all  the  world  defpife.. 

In  winter,  fires  of  little  worth 

Excite  our  dull  defire  ; 
But  when  the  fun  breaks  kindly  forth^ 

Thofe  fainter  flames  expire. 

Then  blame  me  not  for  flighting  now 

What  I  did  once  adore ; 
O,  do  but  this  one  change  allow, 

And  I  can  change  no  more  : 

Fixt  by  your  never-failing  charms. 

Till  I  with  age  decay, 
Till  languifhing  within  your  arms,. 

I  figh  my  foul  away. 

SONG. 

/^  H,  conceal  that  charming  creature 

From  my  wondering,  wifhing  eyes  ! 
Every  motion,  every  feature 

Does  fome  ravifh'd  heart  furprife  ; 

But 


SONG.  Jl 

But  oh,  I  fighing,  fighing,  fee 
The  happy  fwain  !   fhe  neVr  can  be 
Falfe  to  him,  or  kind  to  me. 

"Vet,  if  I  could  humbly  fhow  her. 

Ah  !    how  wretched  I  remain  ;  ' 

'Tis  not,  fare,  a  thing  below  her, 

Still  to  pity  fo  much  pain. 
The  gods  fome  pleafure,  pleafure  take, 
Happy  as  themfelves  to  make 
Thofe  who  fuffer  for  their  fake. 

Since  your  hand  alone  was  given 

To  a  wretch  not  worth  your  care  ; 
Like  fome  angel  fent  from  heaven, 

Come,  and  raife  me  from  defpair. 
Your  heart  I  cannot,  cannot  mifs, 
And  I  defire  no  other  blifs ; 
Let  all  the  world  befides  be  his. 

DESPAIR. 

A    L  I-.  hopelefs  of  relief, 
-^^^  Incapable  of  reft, 
In  vain  I  ftrive  to  vent  a  grief 
That's  not  to  be  expreft. 

This  rage  within  my  veins 

No  reafon  can  remove  ; 
Of  all  the  mind's  moft  cruel  pains, 

The  fliarpeft,  fure,  is  love. 

Vol.  XXXII.  D  Yet 
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Yet  while  I  languifh  fo, 

And  on  thee  vainly  call ; 
Take  heed,  fair  caufe  of  all  my  woe. 

What  fate  may  thee  befall. 

Ungrateful,  cruel  faults 

Suit  not  thy  gentle  fex  ; 
Hereafter,  how  will  guilty  thoughts 

Thy  tender  confclence  vex  ! 

\Vlien  welcome  Death  fhall  bring 

Rehef  to  wretched  me, 
My  foul  enlarg'd,  and  once  on  wing, 

In  halle  will  fly  to  thee. 

When  in  thy  lonely  bed 

My  gholl  its  moan  fhall  maike. 
With  faddell  figns  that  I  am  dead, 

And  dead  for  thy  dear  fake ; 

Struck  with  that  confcious  blow, 

Thy  very  foul  will  Hart  : 
Pale  as  my  fhadow  thou  wilt  grow, 

And  cold  as  is  thy  heart. 

Too  late  remorfe  will  then 

Untimely  pity  fhow 
To  him.  who,  of  all  mortal  men, 

Did  moll  thy  value  know. 

Yet.  with  this  broken  heart, 

I  wifli  thou  never  be 
Tormented  with  the  thoufandth  pait 

Of  what  I  feel  for  thee- 

o  ^J 
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ON     APPREHENSION     OF     LOSING     WHAT 
HE    HAD     NEWLY     GAINED. 

IN      IMITATION      OF      OVID, 

C  U  R  E  I  of  aU  men  am  the  firft 
That  ever  was  by  kindnefs  ciirft. 
Who  mull  my  only  bills  bemoan. 
And  am  by  happinefs  undone. 

Had  I  at  diftance  only  feen 
Tliat  lovely  face,  I  might  have  been 
With  the  delightful  cbjed  pleas'd. 
But  not  with  all  this  palTion  feiz'd. 

When  afterwards  fo  near  I  came 
As  to  be  fcorchM  in  beauty's  flame  ; 
To  fo  much  foftnefs,  fo  much  fenfe, 
Reafon  itfclf  made  no  defence. 

What  pleafmg  thoughts  poffefs'd  my  mind, 
Wiicn  little  favours  fliew*d  you  kind  ! 
And  though,  when  coldnefs  oft*  prevail'd, 
My  heart  would  fink,  and  fpirits  faiPd, 
Yet  willingly  the  yoke  I  bore, 
And  all  your  chains  as  bracelets  wore  : 
At  your  lov'd  feet  all  day  would  lie, 
Defiring,  without  knowing  why  ; 
For,  not  yet  blcll  within  your  arms, 
Who  could  have  thought  of  half  your  eliarms  ? 

D  z  Charm* 


} 
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Charms  of  fuch  a  wondrous  kind, 
Words  we  cannot,  muft  not  find, 
^  body  worthy  of  your  mind. 
Pancy  could  ne'er  fo  high  refleft. 
Nor  love  itfelf  fuch  joys  expeft. 

After  fuch  embraces  paft, 
Whofe  memory  will  ever  lall. 
Love  is  ilill  refledling  back  ; 
All  my  foul  is  on  a  rack  : 
To  be  in  hell  's  fufPicient  curfe, 
But  to  fall  from  heaven  is  worfe. 
I  liv'd  in  grief  ere  this  I  knew, 
But  then  I  dwelt  in  darknefs  too. 
Of  gains,  alas  !    I  could  not  boall ; 
But  little  thought  how  much  I  loll. 

Now  heart-devouring  eagernefs. 
And  fharp  impatience  to  pofTeis  ; 
Now  reillefs  cares,  confuming  fires, 
Anxious  thoughts,  and  fierce  defires, 
Tear  my  heart  to  that  degree. 
For  ever  fixM  on  only  thee  : 
Then  all  my  comfort  is,  I  (hall 
Live  in  thy  arms,  or  not  at  all. 


THE     RECONCILEMENT, 

SONG. 

/^  O  M  E,  let  us  now  refolve  at  laft 
^"'^    To  live  and  love  in  quiet ; 
We'll  tie  the  knot  fo  very  faft, 
That  Time  fhall  ne'er  untie  it. 

The 
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The  truefl  joys  they  feldom  prove. 

Who  free  from  quarrels  live  ; 
'Tis  the  moft  tender  part  of  love, 

Each  other  to  forgive. 

When  lead  I  fcem'd  concern'd,  I  took 

No  pleafure,  nor  no  reft ; 
And  when  I  feign'd  an  angry  look, 

Alas  !    I  lov'd  you  beft. 

Own  but  the  fame  to  me,  you'll  find 

How  bleft  will  be  our  fate  ; 
Oil,  to  be  happy,  to  be  kind. 

Sure  never  Is  too  late. 

SONG. 

T^  ROM  all  uneafy  pafTions  free, 
-*-       Revenge,  ambition,  jealoufy. 
Contented  I  had  been  too  bleft. 
If  love  and  you  had  let  me  reft : 
Yet  that  dull  life  I  now  defpife  ; 

Safe  from  your  eyes, 
I  fear'd  no  griefs,  but  then  1  found  no  joys. 

Amidft  a  thoufand  kind  defires, 
Which  beauty  moves,  and  love  infplres  ; 
Such  pangs  I  feel  of  tender  fear. 
No  heart  fo  foft  as  mine  can  bear  : 
Yet  I'll  defy  the  worft  of  harms ; 

Such  are  your  charms, 
'Tis  worth  a  life  to  die  within  your  arms. 

D  3  TO 

rf  /'  r-  "^  ^^ 
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TO        A 

C  O  Q_U  ET      BEAUTY. 

T7^  ROM  wars  and  plagues  come  no  fuch  harmSj 

■^      As  from  a  nymph  fo  full  of  charms, 

So  much  fweetnefs  in  her  face, 

In  her  motions  fuch  a  grace, 

In  her  kind  inviting  eyes 

Such  a  foft  enchantment  lies ; 

That  we  pleafe  ourfelves  too  foon, 

And  are  with  empty  hopes  undone. 

After  all  her  foftnefs,  we 
Are  but  flaves,  while  fhe  is  free ; 
Free,  alas  !  from  all  defire, 
Except  to  fet  the  world  on  fire. 

Thou,  fair  diffembler,  doll  but  thus 
Deceive  thyfelf,  as  well  as  us. 
Like  a  reftlefs  monarch,  thou 
Wouldft  rather  force  mankind  to  bow. 
And  venture  round  the  world  to  roam, 
Than  govern  peaceably  at  home. 
But  truft  me,  Celia,  trull  me,  when 
Apollo's  felf  infpires  my  pen, 
One  hour  of  love's  delight  outweighs 
Whole  years  of  univerfal  praife  ; 
And  one  adorer,  kindly  us'd, 
Gives  truer  joys  than  crowds  refus'd. 
For  what  dees  youth  and  beauty  ferve  ? 
Why  more  than  all  your  fex  deferve  ? 

•     Why 
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Why  fuch  foft  alluring  arts 

To  charm  our  eyes,  and  melt  cur  hearts  ? 

By  our  lofs  you  nothing  gain  : 

Unlefs  you  love,  you  pleafe  in  vain. 


THE       RELAPSE. 

T     IKE  children  in  a  ilarry  night, 
-*— '  When  I  beheld  thofe  "eyes  before, . 
I  gaz'd  with  wonder  and  delight, 
Infcnfible  of  all  their  power. 

I  play'd  about  the  flame  fo  long, 

At  laft  I  felt  the  fcorching  fire  ; 
My  hopes  were  weak,  my  paflion  ftrong,. 

And  I  lay  dying  wath  defire. 

By  all  the  helps  of  human  art, 

I  juft  recover'd  fo  much  fenfe, 
As  to  avoid,  with  heavy  heart. 

The  fair,  but  fatal,  influence. 

But,  fmce  you  fhine  away  defpair. 

And  now  my  fighs  no  longer  fhun, 
No  Perfian  in  his  zealous  prayer 

So  much  adores  the  rlfing  fun. 

If  once  again  my  vov/s  difpleafe. 

There  never  was  fo  loft  a  lover  ; 
In  love,  that  languifhing  difeafe^ 

A  fad  relapfe  we  ne'er  recover. 

D  4  THE 
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THE 

RECOVERY. 

C  IGHING  and  langmfhlng  I  lay, 
^  A  ft  ranger  grown  to  all  delight, 
Paifing  with  tedious  thoughts  the  day. 
And  with  unquiet  dreams  the  night. 

For  your  dear  fake,  my  only  care 

Was  how  my  fatal  love  to  hide ,; 
For  ever  drooping  with  defpair. 

Neglecting  all  the  world  belide  : 

Till,  like  fome  angel  from  above, 

Cornelia  came  to  m.y  relief; 
And  then  I  found  the  joys  of  love 

Can  make  amends  for  all  the  grief. 

Thofe  pleafing  hopes  I  now  purfue 
Might  fail  if  you  could  prove  unjuft  ; 

But  promifes  from  heaven  and  3'ou, 
Who  is  fo  impious  to  miftrufl  ? 

Here  all  my  doubts  and  troubles  end. 
One  tender  word  my  foul  affures ; 

Nor  am  I  vain,  fince  I  depend 
Not  on  mv  own  defert,  but  yours. 


THE 
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THE        CONVERT. 

TP^EJECTED,  as  true  converts  die, 
^^"^   But  yet  with  fervent  thoughts  inflam'd. 
So,  faireft  !    at  your  feet  I  lie, 
Of  all  my  fex's  faults  afham'd. 

Too  long,  alas  !    have  I  abus'd 

Love's  innocent  and  facred  flame, 
And  that  divineft  power  have  us'd 

To  laugh  at,  as  an  idle  name. 

But  fmce  fo  freely  I  confefs 

A  crime  which  may  your  fcom  produce, 
Allow  me  now  to  make  it  kfs 

By  any  jufl  and  fair  /^xcufe- 

I  then  did  vulgar  joys  purTue, 

Variety  was  all  my  blifs  ; 
But  ignorant  of  love  and  you. 

How  could  I  choofe  but  do  amifs  ? 

If  ever  now  my  wandering  eyes 

Seek  out  amufements  as  before ; 
If  e*er  I  look,  but  to  defpife 

Such  charms,  and  value  yours  the  more  ; 

May  fad  remorfe,  and  guilty  fhame. 
Revenge  your  wrongs  on  faithlefs  me ; 

And,  what  I  tremble  even  to  name, 
■May  I  lofe  all  in  lofmg  thee ! 


THE 
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IN  IMITATION  OF  ANACREON. 

np  H  O  U  flatterer  of  all  the  fair, 
-■"     Come  with  all  your  flcill  and  care  5 
Draw  me  fuch  a  fhape  and  face, 
As  your  flattery  would  difgrace. 
Wifli  not  that  flie  would  appear, 
^Tis  well  for  you  flie  is  not  here  ; 
Scarce  can  you  with  fafety  fee 
All  her  charms  defcrib'd  by  me  :; 
I,  alas  !   the  danger  know, 
I,  alas  !   have  felt  the  blow  ; 
Mourn,  as  lofl:,  my  former  days, 
That  never  furig  of  Celia's  praife  y 
And  thofe  few  that  are  behind 
I  fliall  blefl:  or  wTCtched  find. 
Only  jufl;  as  flie  is  kind» 

With  her  tempting  eyes  begin, 
Eyes  that  would  draw  angels  in 
To  a  fecond  fweeter  fin. 
Oh,  thofe  wanton  rolling  eyes  ! 
At  each  glance  a  lover  dies  : 
Make  them  bright,  yet  make  them  willing, 
Let  them  look  both  kind  and  kiUing. 

Next,  draw  her  forehead  ;  then  her  nofe, 
And  lips  jufl:  opening,  that  difclofe 

2  Teeth 
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Teeth  fo  bright,  and  breath  fo  fwcet. 
So  much  beauty,  fo  much  wit, 
To  our  very  foul  they  ftrike, 
All  our  fenfes  pleas'd  alike. 

But  fo  pure  a  white  and  red, 
Never,  never,  can  be  faid : 
What  are  words  in  fuch  a  cafe  ? 
Wliat  is  paint  to  fuch  a  face  ? 
How  fhould  either  art  avail  us  ? 
Fancy  here  itfelf  mufl  fail  us. 

In  her  looks,  and  in  her  mien, 
Such  a  graceful  air  is  feen, 
That  if  you,  with  all  your  art, 
Can  but  reach  the  fmalleft  part  ; 
Next  to  her,  the  matchlefs  fhe. 
We  fliall  wonder  moft  at  thee. 

Then  her  neck,  and  breads,  and  halr^ 

And  her but  my  charming  fair 

Does  in  a  thoufand  things  excel, 
Which  I  muil  not,  dare  not  tell. 

How  go  on  then  ?    Oh  !    I  fee 
A  lovely  Venus  drawn  by  thee  ; 
Oh  how  fair  (lie  does  appear ! 
Touch  it  only  here  and  there. 
Make  her  yet  feem  more  divine. 
Your  Venus  then  may  look  like  mine, 
WTiofe  bright  form  if  once  you  faw, 
You  by  her  would  Venus  draw. 


OH 
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©N  DON  ALONZO^S  BEING  KILLED  IN  PORTU- 
GAL, UPON  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  INFANTA,  IN 
THE     YEAR     1 683. 

TN  fucli  a  caiife  no  Mufe  fKould  fail 
-*■  To  bear  a  mournful  part ; 
'Tis  juft  and  noble  to  bewail 
The  fate  of  falPn  defert. 

In  vain  ambitious  hopes  defign'd 

To  make  his  foul  afpire, 
If  love  and  beauty  had  not  join'd. 

To  raife  a  brighter  fire. 

Amidil  fo  many  dangerous  foes 

How  weak  the  wifeft  prove  ! 
Reafon  itfelf  would  fcarce  oppofe. 

And  feems  agreed  with  love. 

If  from  the  glorious  height  he  fails. 

He  greatly  daring  dies  ; 
Or  mounting  where  bright  beauty  calls. 

An  empire  is  the  prize. 


THE      SURPRISE. 

O  A  F  E  L  Y  perhaps  dull  crowds  admire  ; 
*^  But  I,  alas  !    am  all  on  fire. 
Like  him  who  thought  in  childhood  pall 
That  dire  difeafe  which  kill'd  at  lail, 

I  durO; 
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I  durfl  have  fworn  I  lov'd  before. 
And  fancy'd  all  the  danger  o'er ; 
Had  felt  the  pangs  of  jealous  pain, 
And  borne  the  blafts  of  cold  difdain  ; 
Then  reap'd  at  length  the  mighty  gains, 
That  full  reward  of  all  our  pains  ! 

But  what  was  all  fuch  grief  or  joy, 
Tliat  did  my  heedlefs  ears  employ  ? 
Mere  dreams  of  feignM  fantailic  powers. 
But  the  difeafe  of  idle  hours  ; 
Amufement,  humour,  affeftation, 
Compared  with  this  fublimer  paflion, 
Whofe  raptures,  bright  as  thofe  above, 
Outfhine  the  flames  of  zeal  or  love. 

Yet  think  not,  fairell,  what  I  fing 
Can  from  a  love  platonic  fpring ; 
Tliat  formal  foftnefs  (falfe  and  vain) 
Not  of  the  heart,  but  of  the  brain. 
Thou  art  indeed  above  all  nature ; 
But  I,  a  wretched  human  creature. 
Wanting  thy  gentle  generous  aid. 
Of  hufband,  rivals,  friends,  afraid  ! 
Amidil  all  this  feraphic  fire. 
Am  almoll  dying  with  defire, 
With  eager  wiflies,  ardent  thoughts, 
Prone  to  commit  love's  wildeft  faults ! 
And  (as  we  are  on  Sundays  told 
The  lufty  patriarch  did  of  old) 
^  Would  force  a  blelTmg  from  thofe  charms, 
And  grafp  an  angel  in  my  arms. 

A    D  I  A- 
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DIALOGUE, 


BETWEEN   AN   ELDERLY  SHEPHERD    AND 
A    VERY    YOUNG    NYMPH, 

■SHEPHERD. 

"O  RIGHT  and  blooming  as  the  fpring, 
•*~^   Univerfal  love  infpiring  ; 
All  our  fwains  thy  praifes  Ting, 
Ever  gazing  and  admiring. 

NYMPH, 

Praifes  in  fo  high  a  ftrain, 

And  by  fuch  a  ihepherd  fung, 
Are  enough  to  make  me  vain. 

Yet  fo  harmlefs  and  fo  young. 

SHEPHERD. 

I  fhould  have  defpair'd  among 

Rivals  that  appear  fo  gaily : 
But  your  eyes  have  made  me  young, 

By  their  fmiiing  on  me  daily. 

NYMPH. 

Idle  boys  admire  us  blindly, 

Are  inconilant,  wald,  and  bold  ; 
And  your  ufmg  me  fo  kindly 

Is  a  proof  you  are  not  old* 

SHEP- 
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SHEPHERD. 

With  thy  pleafmg  voice  and  faPaion, 

With  thy  humour  and  thy  youth, 
Cheer  my  foul,  and  crown  my  paflion  : 

Oh  !   reward  my  love  and  truth, 

N  Y  M  P  H. 

With  thy  careful  arts  to  cover 

That  which  fools  will  count  a  fault, 
Truefl  friend  as  well  as  lover, 

Oh  !    deferve  fo  kind  a  thought. 

EACH   APART  FIRST,    AND    THEN    EOTH    TOGETliER, 

Happy  we  fhall  lie  polTefling, 

Folded  in  each  other's  arms, 
Love  and  Nature's  chiefeft  blefllng 

In  the  ftill  increaling  charms. 
So  the  deareft  joys  of  loving, 

Which  fcarce  heaven  can  go  beyond. 
We'll  be  every  day  improving, 

SHEPHERD. 

You  more  fair,  and  I  more  fond. 

NYMPH. 

I  more  fair,  and  you  more  fond. 


ON    ONE    WHO    DrED    DISCOVERING    HER    KIND-NESS. 

COME  vex  their  fouls  with  jealous  pain, 
^  While  others  figh  for  cold  difdain  : 
Love's  various  flaves  we  daily  fee  I 
Yet  happy  all,  compar'd  with  me. 

Of 
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Of  all  mankind,  I  lov'd  the  beft 

A  nymph  fo  far  above  the  reft, 

That  we  outfhin'd  the  bleft  above, 

In  beauty  flie,  and  I  in  love. 

And  therefore  they  who  could  not  bear 

To  be  outdone  by  mortals  here, 

Among  themfelves  have  plac'd  her  now, 

And  left  me  MTetched  here  below. 

All  other  fate  I  could  have  borne, 

And  ev'n  endur'd  her  very  fcorn  ; 

But  oh !   thus  all  at  once  to  find 

That  dread  account !   both  dead  and  kind  ! 

What  heart  can  hold  !    if  yet  I  live, 

'Tis  but  to  fiiew  how  much  I  grieve. 

ON 

L  U  C  IN  D  A^S     BEAT  H. 

/^  O  M  E  all  ye  doleful,  difmal  cares, 
^^     That  ever  haunted  guilty  mind  ! 
The  pangs  of  love  when  it  defpairs. 

And  all  thofe  ftings  the  jealous  find  : 
Alas  !    heart-breaking  though  ye  be, 
Yet  welcome,  welcome  all  to  me  ! 
Who  now  have  loft — but  oh  !   how  much  ? 

No  language,  nothing  can  exprefs. 
Except  my  grief!    for  file  was  fuch, 

That  praifes  would  but  make  her  lefs. 
Yet  who  can  ever  dare  to  raife 
His  voice  on  her,  unlefs  to  praife  ? 


Free 
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Free  from  her  fex's  fmallefl  faults, 

And  fair  as  womankind  can  be  : 
Tender  and  warm  as  lover's  thoughts, 

Yet  cold  to  all  the  world  but  me. 
Of  all  this  nothing  now  remains, 
But  only  fighs  and  endlefs  pains  ! 


T    O 

A  L  A  D  Y 

RETIRING       INTO      A       MONASTERY. 

T  1^7" HAT  breafl  but  yours  can  hold  the  double  fire 

^  Of  fierce  devotion,  and  of  fond  defire  ? 

Love  would  fnine  forth,  were  not  your  zeal  fo  bright 
Whofe  glaring  flames  eclipfe  his  gentler  light  : 
Lefs  feems  the  faith  that  mountains  can  remove, 
Tlian  this  which  triumphs  over  youth  and  love. 

But  fliall  fome  threatening  priell:  divide  us  two  ? 
What  worfe  than  that  could  all  his  curfes  do  ? 
Thus  with  a  fright  fome  have  refign'd  their  breath, 
And  poorly  dy'd,  only  for  fear  of  death. 

Heaven  fees  our  paflions  with  indulgence  Hill, 
And  they  who  lov'd  well,  can  do  nothing  ill. 
While  to  us  nothing  but  ourfelves  is  dear,. 
Should  the  world  frown,  yet  what,  have  we  to  fear  ? 
Fame,  wealth,  and  power,  thofehigh-priz'd  gifts  of  fate, 
The  loAv  concerns  of  a  lefs  happy  Hate, 
Are  far  beneath  us  :  fortune's  felf  may  take 
Her  aim  at  us,  yet  no  Impreflion  make ; 

Vol.  XXXn.  E  Let 
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Let  worldlings  aflc  her  help,  or  fear  her  harms  ^ 
We  can  lie  fafe,  locked  in  each  other's  arms, 
Like  the  blefl:  faints,  eternal  raptures  know. 
And  flight  thofe  llorms  that  vainly  reft  below. 

Yet  this,  all  this  you  are  refolv'd  to  quit ; 
I  fee  my  ruin,  and  I  muft  fubmit : 
But  think,  O  think,  before  you  prove  unkind. 
How  loft  a  wretch  you  leave  forlorn  behind. 

Malignant  envy,  mix'd  with  hate  and  fear, 
Revenge  for  wrongs  too  burdenfome  to  bear, 
Ev'n  zeal  itfelf,  from  whence  all  mifchiefs  fpring. 
Have  never  done  fo  barbarous  a  thing. 

With  fuch  a  fate  the  heavens  decreed  to  vex 
Armida  once,  though  of  the  fairer  fex  ; 
Rinaldo  (he  had  charm'd  with  fo  much  art. 
Hers  was  his  power,  his  perfon,  and  his  heart : 
Honour's  high  thoughts  no  more  his  mind  could  move  i 
She  footh'd  his  rage,  and  turn'd  it  all  to  Iov€  : 
When  ftraight  a  guft  of  fierce  devotion  blows, 
■  And  in  a  moment  all  her  joys  o'erthrows  : 
The  poor  Armida  tears  her  golden  hair, 
Matchlefs  till  now,  for  love  or  for  defpair. 
Who  is  not  mov'd  while  the  fad  nymph  cornplains  t 
Yet  you  now  aft  what  Tafib  only  feigns  : 
And  after  all  our  vows,  our  fighs,  our  tears. 
My  banifh'd  forrows,  and  your  conquer'd  fears ; 
So  many  doubts,  fo  many  dangers  paft, 
Vifions  of  zeal  muft  vanquifli  me  at  laft. 

Thus,  in  great  Homer's  war,  throughout  the  field 
Some  hero  ftiU  made  all  things  mortal  yield  j 

2  But 
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But  when  a  god  once  took  the  vanquifli'd  fide. 
The  weak  prcvall'd,  and  the  vidorious  dy'd. 


THE 

VISION. 

WRITTEN  DURING  A  SEA  Vn'.'AGE,  WHEN  SENT  TO  COM- 
MAND THE  FORCES  FOR  THE  RELIEF  OF  TANGIER. 

TXTITHIN  the  filent  fhades  of  foft  repofe, 

^  ^     Where  Fancy's  boundk  i'^^.  ftream  for  ever  flowo  ; 
Where  the  infranchis'd  foul  at  eafe  can  play, 
Tir'd  with  tlie  toilfome  bufinefs  of  the  day  ; 
Where  princes  gladly  rell  their  weary  heads, 
And  change  uneafy  thrones  for  downy  beds  ; 
Where  feeming  joys  delude  defpairing  minds. 
And  where  ev'n  jealoufy  fome  quiet  finds  ; 
Tiiere  I  and  fo;row  for  a  while  could  part, 
Sleep  clos'd  my  eyes,  and  eas'd  a  fighing  heart. 

But  here  too  foon  a  wretched  lover  found 
In  deepell  griefs  that  fleep  can  ne'er  be  found  ; 
With  ftrange  furprife  my  troubled  fancy  brings 
Odd'antic  fhapes  of  wild  unheard-of  things ; 
Difmal  and  temble  they  all  appear, 
My  foul  was  fhook  with  an  unufual  fear. 
But  as  when  vifions  glad  the  eyes  of  faints. 
And  kind  relief  attends  devout  complaints, 
'Some  beauteous  angel  in  bright  charms  will  lliine. 
And  fpread  a  glory  round,  that's  all  divine  ; 

E  2  Jull 
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Juil  fuch  a  bright  and  beauteous  form  appears. 
The  monfters  vanlfii,  and  with  them  my  fears. 
The  fairell  fhape  was  then  before  me  brought, 
That  eyes  e'er  faw,  or  fancy  ever  thought  ; 
How  weak  are  words  to  fnew  fuch  excellence, 
Which  ev*n  confounds  the  foul,  as  well  as  fenfe  I 
And,  while  our  eyes  tranfporting  pleafure  find, 
It  Hops  not  here,  but  ftrikes  the  very  mind. 
Some  angel  fpeaks  her  praife  ;  no  human  tongue^ 
But  v>ith  its  utmoft  art  muft  do  her  wrong. 
The  only  woman  that  has  power  to  kill, 
And  yet  is  good  enough  to  want  the  will ; 
Who  needs  no  foft  alluring  words  repeat, 
Nor  ftudy'd  looks  of  languifhing  deceit. 

Fantaftic  beauty,  always  in  the  wrong. 
Still  thinks  fome  pride  riiuft  to  its  power  belong ;  • 
An  air  afFe6led,  and  an  haughty  mien. 
Something  that  feems  to  fay,  I  would  be  feen. 
But  of  all  womankind  this  only  flie. 
Full  of  its  charms,  and  from  its  frailty  free, 
Deferves  fome  nobler  Mufe  her  fame  to  raife, 
By  making  the  whole  fex  befide  her  pyramid  of  praife, 
She,  file  appear'd  the  fource  of  all  my  joys, 
The  deareft  care  that  all  my  thought  employs  : 
Gently  file  look'd,  as  when  I  left  her  lait, 
When  firil  flie  feiz'd  my  heart,  and  held  It  fall ; 
When,  If  my  vows,  alas  !  were  made  too  late, 
T  faw  my  doom  came  not  from  her,  but  fate. 
AVith  pity  then  flie  eas'd  my  raging  pain. 
And  her  kind  eyes  could  fcarce  from  tears  refrain  ; 

Why: 
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WHiy,  gentle  fwai'n,  faid  flic,  why  do  you  grieve 

In  words  1  fnould  not  hear,  much  Icfs  believe  ? 

I  gaze  on  that  which  is  a  fault  to  mind, 

And  ought  to  fly  the  danger  which  I  find : 

Of  falfe  mankind  though  you  may  be  the  befl:, 

Ye  all  have  robb'd  poor  women  of  their  refl:. 

I  fee  your  pain,  and  fee  it  too  with  grief, 

Jiecaufe  I  would,  yet  mull  not,  give  relief. 

Thus,  for  a  hufl)and's  fake  as  well  as  yours. 

My  fcrupulous  foul  divided  pain  endures ; 

Guilty,  alas  !    to  both  :    for  thus  I  do 

Too  much  for  him,  yet  not  enough  for  you. 

Give  over  then,  give  over,  haplefs  fwain, 

A  paflion  moving,  but  a  paiTion  vain : 

Kot  -chance  nor  time  fliail  ever  change  my  thouglit : 

'Tis  better  much  to  die,  than  do  a  fault. 

Oh,  worfe  than  ever !    Is  it  then  my  doom 
jiil  to  fee  heaven,  where  I  mufl:  never  come  ? 
"i'our  foft  compaifion,  if  not  fomething  more  ; 
Yet  I  remain  as  wretched  as  before; 
The  wind  indeed  is  fair,  but  ah  !    no  fight  of  fliore. 
I'arewell,  too  fcrupulous  fair-one  ;   oh,  farewell  ; 
W-^hat  t-orments  I  endure,  no  tongue  can  tell : 
Thank  Heaven,  my  fate  tranfports  me  now  where  1, 
^'our  martyr,  may  with  eafe  and  fafety  die. 

Witii  th^t  I  kneel'd,  and  feiz'd  her  trembling  hand, 
While  flie  impos'd  this  cruel  kind  command  ; 
Live,  and  love  on  ;   you  will  be  true,  I  know ; 
But  hvc  then,  and  come  back  to  tell  me  fo ; 

E  3  For 
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For  though  I  blufh  at  this  laft  guilty  breath, 
I  can  endure  that  better  than  your  death. 

Tormenting  kindnefs  !  barbarous  reprieve  ! 
Condemn'd  to  die,  and  yet  compelPd  to  live  ! 

This  tender  fcene  my  dream  repeated  o'er, 
Juft  as  it  pafs'd  in  real  truth  before. 
Methought  I  then  fell  groveling  to  the  ground. 
Tin,  on  a  fudden  rais'd,  I  wondering  found 
A  ftrange  appearance  all  in  taintlefs  white  ; 
His  form  gave  reverence,  and  his  face  delight ; 
Goodnefs  and  greatnefs  in  his  eyes  were  feen. 
Gentle  his  look,  and  affable  his  mien. 
A  kindly  notice  of  me  thus  he  took  : 
**  What  mean  thefe  flowing  eyes,  this  ghaftly  look  ! 
**  Thefe  trembling  joints,  this  loofe  difhevell'd  hair, 
**  And  this  cold  dew,  the  drops  of  deep  defpair  ?'* 

With  grief  and  wonder  firll  my  fpirits  faint, 
But  thus  at  lall  I  vented  my  complaint : 
JBehold  a  wretch  whom  cruel  fate  has  found, 
And  in  the  depth  of  all  misfortune  drown'd. 
There  fhines  a  nymph,  to  whom  an  envy'd  fwain 
Is  ty'd  in  Hymen's  ceremonious  chain  ; 
But,  cloy'd  with  charms  of  fuch  a  mamage-bed. 
And  fed  with  manna,  yet  he  longs  for  bread  ; 
And  will,  moll  hufband-like,  not  only  range. 
For  love  perhaps  of  nothing  elfe  but  change,      ^ 
But  to  inferior  beauty  proftrate  lies, 
/Vnd  courts  her  love  in  fcorn  of  Flavia's  eyes. 

All  this  I  knew  (the  form  divine  reply'd) 
7\nd  did  but  aflc  to  have  thy  temper  try'd, 

Which 
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Which  prove  fincere.     Of  both  I  know  the  mind  ; 

She  is  too  fcrupulous,  and  thou  too  kind  : 

But  fince  thy  fatal  love's  for  ever  fix'd, 

Whatever  time  or  abfence  come  betwixt  ; 

Since  thy  fond  heart  ev'n  her  difdain  prefers 

To  others  love,  I'll  fomething  foften  hers  : 

Elfe  in  the  fearch  of  virtue  fhe  may  llray  ; 

Well-meaning  mortals  fhould  not  lofe  their  way. 

She  now  indeed  iins  on  the  fafer  fide. 

For  hearts  too  loofe  are  never  to  be  ty'd  ; 

But  no  extremes  are  either  good  or  wife. 

And  in  the  midfl  alone  true  virtue  lies. 

When  marriage-vows  unite  an  equal  pair, 

'Tis  a  mere  contra6l  made  by  human  care, 

By  which  they  both  are  for  convenience  ty'd, 

The  bridegroom  yet  more  ftrictly  than  the  bride  ; 

For  circumftances  alter  ever)--  ill, 

And  woman  meets  with  moil  temptation  flill ; 

She  a  forfaken  bed  muft  often  bear, 

Wliile  he  can  never  fail  to  find  her  there, 

And  therefore  lefs  excus'd  to  range  elfewhere. 

Yet  this  fhe  ought  to  fuffer,  and  fubmit : 

But  when  no  longer  for  each  other  fit, 

If  ufage  bafe  fhall  jufl  refentment  move. 

Or,  what  is  worfe,  affronts  of  wandering  love ; 

No  obligation  after  that  remains, 

'Tis  mean,  not  jufl,  to  wear  a  rival's  chains.. 

Yet  decency  requires  the  wonted  cares 
Of  intcrell,  children,  and  remote  affairs ; 

E  4  But 
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But  in  her  love,  that  dear  concern  of  life, 
She  all  the  while  may  be  another's  wife  : 
Heaven,  that  beholds  her  wrong'd  and  widowM  bed. 
Permits  a  lover  in  her  hufband's  ftead. 

I  flung  me  at  his  feet,  his  robes  would  kifs. 
And  cry'd — Ev'n  our  bafe  world  is  juft  in  this  ; 
Amidll  our  cenfures,  love  we  gently  blame, 
And  love  fometimes  preferves  a  female  fame. 
What  tie  lefs  ftrong  can  woman's  will  reftrain  ? 
When  honour  checks,  and  confcience  pleads  in  vain  ; 
When  parents  threats  and  friends  perfuafions  fail. 
When  intereft  and  ambition  fcarce  prevail, 
To  bound  that  fex  when  nothing  elfe  can  move, 
They'll  live  referv'd,  to  pleafe  the  man  they  love  ! 

The  fpirit  then  reply 'd  to  all  I  faid. 
She  may  be  kind,  but  not  till  thou  art  dead ; 
Bewail  thy  memory,  bemoan  thy  fate  : 
Then  fhe  will  love,  when  'tis,  alas  !  too  late  c 
Of  all  thy  pains  fhe  will  no  pity  have, 
Till  fad  defpair  has  fent  thee  to  the  grave. 

Amaz'd,  I  wak'd  in  halle, 

All  trembling  at  my  doom  ; 
Dreams  oft'  repeat  adventures  paft^ 

And  tell  our  ills  to  come. 


HELEN 


[     57     1 

HELEN     TO     PARIS. 

FROM         OVID. 

TRANSLATED     LY     THE     EARL     OF     MULGRAVE.j 
AND    MR.    DRY  DEN. 

TTTIIEN  loofe  cpHtles  violate  chafte  eyes, 
She  half  confcnts,  who  filently  denies ; 
How  dares  a  llranger,  with  defigns  fo  vain, 
Marriage  and  hofpitable  rights  profane  ? 
Was  it  for  this  your  fate  did  fhelter  find 
From  fwclh'ng  feas  and  ever)'  faithlefs  wind  ? 
( For  though  a  dillant  cou-ntiy  brought  you  forth. 
Your  ufage  here  was  equal  to  your  worth.) 
Does  this  deferve  to  be  rewarded  fo  ! 
Did  you  come  here  a  ftranger,  or  a  foe  ? 
Your  partial  judgment  may  perhaps  complain, 
And  think  me  barbarous  for  my  juft  difdain  ; 
Ill-bred  t-hen  let  me  be,  but  not  unchafte, 
iNor  my  clear  fame  with  any  fpot  defacM. 
Though  in  my  face  there's  no  affe6led  frown, 
Nor  in  my  carriage  a  feign'd  nicenefs  ihown, 
1  keep  my  honour  ftill  without  a  ftaiu. 
Nor  has  my  love  made  any  coxcomb  vain. 
Your  boldnefs  I  with  admiration  fee  : 
What  hope  had  you  to  gain  a  queen  like  me  ? 
Becaufe  a  hero  forc'd  me  once  away, 
Am  I  thought  fit  to  be  a  fecond  prey  ? 

Had 


tS     BUCKINGHAMSHIRE'S   POEMS. 

Had  I  been  won,  I  had  deferv'd  your  blame, 

But  fure  my  part  was  nothing  but  the  fliame  ; 

Yet  the  bafe  theft  to  him  no  fruit  did  bear, 

I  'fcap'd  unhurt  by  any  thing  but  fear : 

Rude  force  might  fome  unwilling  kifTes  gain, 

But  that  was  all  he  ever  could  obtain. 

You  on  fuch  terms  would  ne'er  have  let  me  go  ; 

Were  he  like  you,  we  had  not  parted  fo. 

Untouch'd  the  youth  reftor'd  me  to  my  friend?, 

And  modeft  ufage  made  me  fome  amends, 

'Tis  virtue  to  repent  a  vicious  deed  : 

Did  he  repent,  that  Paris  might  fucceed  ? 

Sure  'tis  fome  fate  that  fets  me  above  wrongs, 

Yet  ftiil  expofes  me  to  bufy  tongues. 

I'll  not  complain,  for  who's  difpleas'd  with  love, 

If  it  fmcere,  difcreet,  and  conftant  prove  ? 

But  that  I  fear — not  that  I  think  you  bafe. 

Or  doubt  the  blooming  beauties  of  my  face  ; 

But  all  your  fex  is  fubjed  to  deceive, 

And  ours,  alas  !  too  willing  to  believe. 

Yet  others  yield,  and  love  o'ercomes  the  beft— • 

But  why  fliould  I  not  fliine  above  the  reft  ? 

Fair  Leda's  ftory  feems  at  lirft  to  be 

A  fit  example  ready  found  for  me : 

But  (he  was  couzen'd  by  a  borrow'd  fhape,. 

And  under  harmlefs  feathers  felt  a  rape : 

If  I  fiiould  yield,  what  reafon  could  I  ufe  ? 

By  what  miftake  the  loving  crime  excufe  ? 

Her  fault  was  in  her  powerful  lover  loft  ; 

But  of  what  Jupiter  have  I  to  boaft  ? 

Though 
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Though  you  to  heroes  and  to  kings  fiiccccd. 

Our  famous  race  docs  no  addition  need ; 

And  great  alliances  but  ufelefs  prove 

To  one  that  fprings  herfelf  from  mighty  Jove. 

Go  then  and  boail  in  fome  lefs  haughty  place 

Your  Phrygian  blood,  and  Priam's  ancient  race. 

Which  I  would  (hew  I  valued,  if  I  durft  ; 

You  are  the  fifth  from  Jove,  but  I  the  firft. 

The  crown  of  Troy  is  powerful,  I  confefs, 

But  I  have  reafon  to  think  ours  no  lefs. 

Your  letter,  fill'd  with  promifes  of  all 

That  men  can  good,  and  women  pleafant  call, 

Gives  expeftation  fuch  an  ample  field 

As  w«uld  move  goddeffes  themfelves  to  yield  : 

But,  if  I  e'er  offend  great  Juno's  laws, 

Yourfelf  {hall  be  the  dear,  the  only  caufe  ; 

Either  my  honour  PU  to  death  maintain. 

Or  follow  you  without  mean  thoughts  of  gain  ; 

Not  that  fo  fair  a  prefent  I  defpife  ; 

We  like  the  gift,  when  we  the  giver  prize  ; 

But  'tis  your  love  moves  me,  which  made  you  take 

Such  pains,  and  run  fuch  hazards  for  my  fake. 

I  have  perceiv'd  (though  I  diffembled  too) 

A  thoufand  things  that  love  has  made  you  do  : 

Your  eager  eyes  would  almoft  dazzle  mine. 

In  which   (wild  man!)  your  wanton  thoughts  would 

ihine. 
Sometimes  you'd  figh,  fometimes  diforder'd  Hand, 
And  with  unufual  ardour  prefs  my  hand  ; 
Contrive  juft  after  me  to  take  the  glafs, 
Nor  would  you  let  the  leafl  occafion  pafs ; 

Which 
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Which  oft'  I  fear'd  I  did  not  mind  alone, 

And  blufliing  fat  for  things  which  you  have  done ; 

Then  murmur'd  to  myfelf,  He'll  for  my  fake 

Do  any  thing,  I  hope  'twas  no  miftake. 

Oft  have  I  read  within  this  pleafant  grove. 

Under  my  name,  thefe  charming  words,  /  love. 

I,  frovv-ning,  feem'd  not  to  believe  your  flame. 

But  now,  alas !  am  come  to  write  tlie  fame. 

If  I  were  capable  to  do  amifs, 

I  could  not  but  be  fenfibie  of  this. 

For,  oh  !  your  face  has  fuch  peculiar  charms, 

That  who  can  hold  from  flying  to  your  arms  ! 

But  what  I  ne'er  can  have  without  offence, 

I\Iay  fomc  bleft  maid  pofTefs  with  innocence.         • 

Pleafure  may  tempt,  bat  virtue  more  fhould  move ; 

Oh  !  learn  of  me  to  want  the  thing  you  love. 

What  you  defire  is  fought  by  all  mankind  ; 

As  you  have  eyes,  fo  others  are  not  blind  : 

Like  you  they  fee,  like  you  my  charms  adore  ; 

They  wifh  not  lefs,  but  you  dare  venture  more. 

Oh  I   had  you  then  upon  our  coafl;s  been  brought. 

My  virgin  love  when  thoufand  rivals  fought. 

You  had  I  feen,  you  fliouid  have  had  my  voice, 

Nor  could  my  hufband  juilly  blame  my  choice. 

For  both  our  hopes,  alas  !  you  came  too  late. 

Another  now  is  mafter  of  my  fate  : 

More  to  my  wifli  I  could  have  liv'd  with  you. 

And  yet  my  prefent  lot  can  undergo. 

Ceafe  to  folicit  a  weak  woman's  will, 

And  urge  not  lier  you  love  to  fo  much  ill ; 

But 
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But  let  me  live  contented  as  I  may, 

And  make  not  my  unfpotted  fame  your  prey  : 

Some  right  you  claim,  fmce  naked  to  your  eyes 

Three  goddefTes  difputed  beauty's  prize  : 

One  offer'd  valour,  t'other  crowns ;  but  fhe 

Obtain'd  her  caufe,  who  fmiling  promis'd  me. 

But,  lirll,  I  am  not  of  belief  fo  light. 

To  think  fuch  nymphs  would  fhew  you  fuch  a  fight : 

Yet,  granting  this,  the  otlier  part  is  feign'd, 

A  bribe  fo  mean  your  fentence  had  not  gain'd. 

With  partial  eyes  I  (hould  myfelf  regard. 

To  think  that  Venus  made  me  her  reward  ; 

I  humbly  am  content  with  human  praife, 

A  goddefs's  applaufe  would  envy  raife  : 

But  be  it  as  you  fay ;  for  'tis  confeft, 

Tlie  men  who  flatter  higheft  pleafe  us  bell : 

That  I  fufpe6l  it  ought  not  to  difpleafe, 

Tor  miracles  are  not  believ'd  with  eafe. 

One  joy  I  have,  that  I  had  Venus'  voice  ; 

A  greater  yet,  that  you  confirm'd  her  choice  ; 

That  profFer'd  laurels,  promis'd  fovereignty, 

Juno  and  Pallas,  you  contemn'd  for  me. 

Am  I  your  empire  then,  and  your  renown  ? 

What  heart  of  rock  but  muft  by  this  be  won  ? 

And  yet  bear  witnefs,  O  ye  powers  above, 

How  rude  I  am  in  all  the  arts  of  love  ! 

My  hand  is  yet  untaught  to  write  to  men. 

This  is  th'  effay  of  my  unpraftis'd  pen  : 

Happy  thofe  nymphs  whom  ufe  has  perfeft  made, 

I  think  all  crime,  and  tremble  at  a  Ihade  ; 

Ev'a 


} 


■ti     BUCKINGHAMSHIRE'S   POEMS. 

Ev'n  while  I  write,  my  fearful  confcious  eyes 

Look  often  back,  mifdoubting  a  furprife  : 

For  now  the  rumour  fpreads  among  the  crowd, 

At  court  in  whifpers,  but  in  town  aloud. 

Diflemble  you,  whate'er  you  hear  them  fay  : 

To  leave  off  loving  were  your  better  way  ; 

Yet,  if  you  will  diffemble  it,  you  may. 

Love  fecretly  :  the  abfence  of  my  lord 

More  freedom  gives,  but  does  not  all  afford : 

Long  is  his  journey,  long  will  be  his  Hay, 

Call'd  by  affairs  of  confequence  away. 

To  go  or  not,  when  unrefolv'd  he  flood, 

I  bid  him  make  what  fwift  return  he  could : 

Then  killing  me,  he  faid,  I  recommend 

All  to  thy  care,  but  moit  my  Trojan  friend. 

I  fmird  at  what  he  innocently  faid, 

And  only  anfwer'd.  You  fliall  be  obey'd. 

Propitious  v/inds  have  borne  him  far  from  hence, 

But  let  not  this  fecure  your  confidence  : 

Abfent  he  is,  yet  abfent  he  commands  : 

You  know  the  proverb,  "  Princes  have  long  hands.*' 

My  fame's  my  burden,  for  the  more  I'm  prais'd, 

A  jufter  ground  of  jealoufy  is  rais'd  : 

Were  I  lefs  fair,  I  might  have  been  more  blefl. 

Great  beauty  through  great  danger  is  poffefl. 

To  leave  me  here,  his  venture  was  not  hard, 

Becaufe  he  thought  my  virtue  was  my  guard : 

He  fear'd  my  face,  but  trufted  to  my  life, 

The  beauty  doubted,  but  believ'd  the  wife. 

You 


HELENtoPARIS.  63 

"You  bid  me  ufe  tli'  occafion  while  I  can. 
Put  in  your  hands  by  the  good  eafy  man. 
I  would,  and  yet  I  doubt  'twixt  love  and  fear ; 
One  draws  me  from  you,  and  one  brings  me  near. 
Our  flames  are  mutual,  and  my  hufband's  gone : 
The  nights  are  long  ;  I  fear  to  lie  alone  ; 
One  houfe  contains  us,  and  weak  walls  divide. 
And  you're  too  preffing  to  be  long  deny'd. 
Let  rae  not  live,  but  every  thing  confpires 
To  join  our  loves,  and  yet  my  fear  retires. 
You  court  with  words,  when  you  fhould  force  employ; 
A  rape  is  requifite  to  fhame-fac'd  joy  : 
Indulgent  to  the  wrongs  which  we  receive, 
Our  fex  can  fufFer  what  we  dare  not  give. 
What  have  I  faid  !  for  both  of  us  'twere  beft. 
Our  kindling  fire  if  each  of  us  fuppreit. 
The  faith  of  ftrangers  is  too  prone  to  change. 
And,  like  themfelves,  their  wandering  paflions  range,. 
Hyplipyla,  and  the  fond  Minoian  maid. 
Were  both  by  trufling  of  their  gueft  betray'd  :  • 
How  can  I  doubt  that  other  men  deceive. 
When  you  yourfclf  did  fair  Oenone  leave  ? 
But,  lell  I  fliould  upbraid  your  treachery, 
You  make  a  merit  of  that  crime  to  me. 
You  grant  you  were  to  faithful  love  Inclin'd, 
Your  weary  Trojans  wait  but  for  a  wind. 
Should  you  prevail,  while  I  affign  the  night. 
Your  falls  are  hoifted,  and  you  take  your  flight ; 
Some  bawling  mariner  our  love  deftrovs, 
And  brealis  afunder  our  unflnifh'd  joys. 

But 
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But  I  with  you  may  leave  the  Spartan  port, 
To  view  the  Trojan  wealth  and  Priam's  court- 
Shown  while  I  fee,  I  fhall  expofe  my  fame. 
And  fill  a  foreign  country  with  my  fliame. 
In  Afia  what  reception  fhall  I  find  ! 
And  what  diihonour  leave  in  Greece  behind  !'; 
What  will  your  brothers,  Priam,  Hecuba, 
And  what  will  all  your  modeft  matrons  fay  ?•. 
Ev'n  you,  when  on  this  aftion  you  refleft. 
My  future  condud  juftly  may  fufped  ; 
And  whate'er  llranger  lands  upon  your  coaft,-, 
Conclude  me,  by  your  own  example,  loft. 
I,  from  your  rage,  a  ftrumpet's  name  fiiall  hear^. 
While  you  forget  what  part  in  it  you  bear : 
You,  my  crime's  author,  will  my  crime  upbraid  r. 
Deep  under  ground,  oh  !  let  me  firll  be  laid  ! 
You  boaft  the  pomp  and  plenty  of  your  land,, 
And  promife  all  fhall  be  at  my  command  : 
Your  Trojan  wealth,  beheve  me,  I  defpife ;, 
My  own  poor  native  land  has  deaier  ties. 
Should  I  be  injur'd  on  your  Phrygian  fliore,. 
What  help  of  kindred  could  I  there  implore  ? 
Medea  was  by  Jafon's  flattery  won  ; 
I  may,  like  her,  believe  and  be  undone. 
Plain  honeil  hearts,  like  mine,  fufpedt  no  cheat,. 
And  love  contributes  to  its  own  deceit. 
The  fhips,  about  whofe  fides  loud  tempefts  roar, 
With  gentle  winds  were  wafted  from  the  fhore. 
Your  teeming  mother  dreamt  a  flaming  brand, 
Sprung  from  her  womb,  confum'd  the  Trojan  land ; 

To 
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To  fecond  this,  old  prophecies  confplrc, 

That  Ih'um  fhall  be  burnt  with  Grecian  fire  : 

Both  give  me  fear,  nor  Is  It  much  allay'd, 

That  Venus  Is  obhg'd  our  loves  to  aid. 

For  they  who  loft  their  caufe,  revenge  will  take, 

And  for  one  friend  two  enemies  you  make. 

Nor  can  I  doubt  but,  fhould  I  follow  you, 

The  fword  would  foon  our  fatal  crime  purfue  : 

A  wrong  fo  great  my  hufliand's  rage  would  rouze, 

And  my  relations  would  his  caufe  efpoufe. 

You  boaft  your  ftrength  and  courage  ;  but,  alas  ! 

Your  words  receive  fmall  credit  from  your  face. 

Let  heroes  in  the  dufty  field  delight, 

Thofe  limbs  were  fafhion'd  for  another  fight. 

Bid  Hector  fally  from  the  walls  of  Troy  ; 

A  fweeter  quarrel  fhould  your  arms  employ. 

Yet  fears  like  thefe  fhould  not  my  mind  perplex, 

Were  I  as  wife  as  many  of  my  fex  : 

But  time  and  you  may  bolder  thoughts  infpire ; 

And  I,  perhaps,  may  yield  to  your  defire. 

You  laft  demand  a  private  conference  : 

Thefe  are  your  words  ;  but  I  can  guefs  your  fenfe. 

Your  unripe  hopes  their  har\'eft  muft  attend  : 

Be  rul'd  by  me,  and  Time  may  be  your  friend. 

This  Is  enough  to  let  you  underftand. 

For  now  my  pen  has  tir'd  my  tender  hand  ; 

My  woman  knows  the  fecret  of  my  heart, 

And  may  hereafter  better  news  impart. 
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PART     OF     THE     STORY 

O    F 

ORPHEUS. 

BEING    A    TRANSLATION    OUT  OF  THE   FOURTH    BOOK 

OF  Virgil's   georgic. 

j'T^  I  S  not  for  nothing  when  jiift  Heaven  does  frown ; 
-*-    The  injur'd  Orpheus  calls  thefe  judgments  down  ; , 
Whofe  fpoufe,  avoiding  to  become  thy  prey, 
And  all  his  joys  at  once  were  fnatch'd  away  ; 
The  nymph,  fore-doom'd  that  fatal  v/ay  to  pafs, 
Spy'd  not  the  ferpent  lurking  in  the  grafs  : 
A  mournful  cry  the  {|:»acious  valley  fills, 
With  echoing  groans  from  all  the  neighbouring  hills  ; 
The  Dryades  roar  out  in  deep  defpair, 
And  with  united  voice  bewail  the  fair. 

For  fuch  a  lofs  he  fought  no  vain  relief, 
But  with  his  lute  indulg'd  the  tender  grief; 
Along  the  fhore  he  oft'  v.'ould  vv-ildly  ftray, 
"With  doleful  notes  begin  and  end  the  day. 
At  length  to  hell  a  frightful  journey  made, 
Pafs'd  the  widi^-gaping  gulph  and  difmal  ihade  ; 
Vifits  the  ghofls,  and  to  that  king  repairs 
Whofe  heart's  inflexible  to  human  prayers. 
All  hell  is  ravifh'd  with  fo  fweet  a  fong ; 
Light  fouls  and  airy  fpirits  glide  along 

2  In 
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In  troops,  like  millions  of  the  feather'd  kind, 
Driven  home  by  night,  or  fome  tempeftuous  wind  : 
Matrons  and  men,  raw  youths  and  unripe  maids  ; 
And  mighty  heroes'  more  majelUc  (Inides ; 
And  fons  entomb'd  before  their  parents  face  ; 
Thefe  the  black  waves  of  bounding  Styx  embrace 
Nine  times  circumfluent ;  clogg'd  with  noifome  weeds. 
And  all  that  filth  which  Handing  water  breeds. 
Amazement  reach'd  ev'n  the  deep  caves  of  death  ; 
The  fillers  with  blue  fnaky  curls  took  breath  ; 
Ixion's  wheel  awhile  unmov'd  remain'd. 
And  the  tierce  dog  his  three-mouth'd  voice  reftraln'd. 

When  fafe  return'd,  and  all  thefe  dangers  paft. 
His  wife,  rellor'd  to  breathe  frefh  air  at  laft, 
Following  (for  fo  Proferpina  was  pleas'd), 
A  fudden  rage  th'  unwary  lover  feiz'd; 
Ke,  as  the  firll  bright  glimpfe  of  day-light  fhin'd, 
Could  not  refrain  to  call  one  look  beliind  ; 
A  fault  of  love  !  could  hell  compalTion  find. 
A  dreadful  found  thrice  fliook  the  Stygian  coaft, 
His  hopes  quite  fled,  and  all  his  labour  lolt ! 
Why  haft  thou  thus  undone  thyfelf  and  me  ? 
Wliat  rage  is  this  ?  oh,  I  am  fnatch'd  from  thee  ! 
^  (She  faintly  cry'd)  Night  and  the  powers  of  hell 
Surround  my  fight  ;  oh,  Orplicus  !   oh,  farewell ! 
My  hands  ilrctch  forth  to  reach  thee  as  before  ; 
But  all  in  vain,  for  I  am  thine  no  more  ; 
No  m.ore  allow'd  to  view  thy  face,  or  day  ! — 
Then  from  his  eyes,  like  fmoke,  Ihe  fleets  away. 

F  2  Muclv 
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Much  he  would  fain  have  fpoke  :  but  fate,  alas ! 

Would  ne'er  again  confent  to  let  him  pafs. 

Thus  twice  undone,  what  courfe  remain'd  to  take. 

To  gain  her  back,  already  pafs'd  the  lake  ? 

What  tears,  what  patience,  could  procure  him  eafe  ? 

Or,  ah  !  what  vows  the  angry  powers  appeafe  ? 

'Tis  faid,  he  feven  long  moons  bewail'd  his  lofs 

To  bleak  and  barren  rocks,  on  whofe  cold  mofs, 

Wliile  languifliing  he  fung  his  fatal  flame, 

He  mov'd  ev'n  trees,  and  made  fierce  tigers  tame. 

So  the  fad  nightingale,  when  childlefs  made 
By  fome  rough  fwain  who  ftole  her  young  aw^y. 

Bewails  her  lofs  beneath  a  poplar  fhade. 
Mourns  all  the  night,  in  murmurs  waftes  the  day  ; 
Her  melting  fongs  a  doleful  pleafure  yield, 
And  melancholy  mufic  fills  the  field. 

Marriao"e  nor  love  could  ever  move  his  mind  ; 
But  all  alone,  beat  by  the  northern  wind, 
Shivenng  on  Tanais'  banks  the  bard  remained, 
And  of  the  god's  unfruitfid  gift  complain'd. 
Circonian  dames,  enrag'd  to  be  defpis'd. 
As  they  the  feail  of  Bacchus  folemniz'd. 
Slew  the  poor  youth,  and  ftrew'd  about  his  limbs  % 
His  head,  torn  off  from  the  fair  body,  fwims 
Down  that  fwift  current  where  the  Heber  flows. 
And  fl:ill  its  tongue  in  doleful  accents  goes. 
Ah,  poor  Eurydice  !  he  dying  ciy'd  ; 
Eurydice  refounds  from  eveiy  fide. 
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/^F  all  thofe  arts  in  which  the  wife  excel, 
^"^^  Nature's  chief  mafter-piece  is  writing  well : 
No  writing  lifts  exalted  man  fo  high, 
As  facred  and  foul-moving  poefy  : 
No  kind  of  work  requires  fo  nice  a  touch. 
And,  if  well  finifh'd,  nothing  fhines  fo  much. 
But  Heaven  forbid  we  Ihould  be  fo  profane. 
To  grace  the  vulgar  v/Ith  that  noble  name. 
'Tis  not  a  flafh  of  fancy,  which  fometimes, 
DazzHng  our  minds,  fets  off  the  flighteil  rhymes  : 
Bright  as  a  blaze,  but  in  a  moment  done : 
True  wit  is  everlalilng,  like  the  fun, 
"Wliich,  though  fometimes  behind  a  cloud  retir'd. 
Breaks  out  again,  and  is  by  all  admir'd. 
Number  and  rh^ine,  and  that  harmonious  found. 
Which  not  the  nicefl:  ear  with  harfhnefs  wound. 
Are  neceffary,  yet  but  vulgar  arts  ; 
And  all  In  vain  thefe  fuperficial  parts 
Contribute  to  the  ftrudure  of  the  whole. 
Without  a  genius  too  ;  for  that's  the  foul : 

*  The  "  EiTay  on  Satire,"  which  was  written  by  this  noble 
author  and  Mr.    Drydcn,  is  printed  among  the  Poems  of  the 

latter. 
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A  fpirit  wliich  infpires  the  work  throughout, 

As  that  of  nature  moves  the  world  about ; 

A  flame  th.at  glows  amidil  conceptions  fit ; 

Ev'n  foir.ething  oi  divine,  and  more  than  wit ; 

Itfelf  unfeen,  yet  all  things  by  it  fhown, 

Defcribing  all  men,  but  defcrib'd  by  none. 

Where  doft  thou  dwell  ?  v/hat  caverns  of  the  brain 

Can  fuch  a  vail  and  mighty  thing  contain  ? 

When  I,  at  vacant  hours,  in  vain  thy  abfence  mourn. 

Oh  !.  where  doft  thou  retire  ?  and  why  doft  thou  return. 

Sometimes  with  powerful  charms  to  hurry  me  away, 

From  pleafures  of  the  night,  and  bufmefs  of  the  day  ? 

Ev'n  now,  too  far  tranfported,  I  am  fain 

To  check  thy  courfe,  and  ufe  the  needful  rein. 

As  all  is  dulnefs,  when  the  fancy^s  bad ; 

So,  without  judgment,  fancy  is  but  mad  : 

And  judgment  has  a  boundlefs  influence 

Not  only  in  the  choice  of  words,  or  fenfe, 

But  on  the  world,  on  manners,  and  on  men  ; 

Fancy  is  but  the  feather  of  the  pen  ; 

Reafon  is  that  fubftantial  ufeful  part, 

Whicli  gains  the  head,  while  t'other  wins  the  heart. 

Here  I  fliall  all  the  various  forts  of  verfe, 
And  the  whole;,  art  of  poetry  rehearfe  ; 
But  who  that  taflc  would  after  Horace  do? 
The  bell  of  mailers,  and  examples  too  ! 
Echoes  at  bell,  all  we  can  fay  is  vain  ; 
Dull  the  defign,  and  fruitlefs  were  the  pain. 
'Tis  true,  the  ancients  we  may  rob  with  eafe ; 
But  who  with  that  mean  fhift  himfclf  can  pleafe, 

With- 
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Without  an  aftor's  pride  ?  A  player's  art 
Is  above  his,  who  writes  a  borrow'd  part. 
Yet  modem  laws  are  made  for  later  faults, 
And  new  abfurdities  infpire  new  thoughts  : 
"What  need  has  fatire  then  to  hve  on  theft, 
When  fo  much  frefh  occafion  Hill  is  left  ? 
Fertile  our  foil,  and  full  of  rankell  weeds. 
And  monfters  worfe  than  ever  Nilus  breeds. 
But  hold,  the  fools  fhall  have  no  caufe  to  fear ; 
'Tis  wit  snd  fenfe  that  is  the  fubjeft  here  : 
Defects  of  witty  men  deferve  a  cure, 
And  thofe  who  are  fo,  will  ev'n  this  endure. 

Firil  then,  of  Songs  ;  which  now  fo  much  abound, 
Without  his  fong  no  fop  is  to  be  found ; 
A  moft  offenfive  weapon,  which  he  draws 
On  all  he  meets,  againft  Apollo's  laws. 
Though  nothing  feems  more  eafy,  yet  no  part 
Of  poetry  requires  a  nicer  art ; 
For  as  in  rows  of  richeft  pearl  there  lies 
Many  a  blemifh  that  efcapes  our  eyes. 
The  leaft  of  which  defeats  is  plainly  fhown 
In  one  fmall  ring,  and  brings  the  value  down  : 
So  fongs  fliould  be  to  juil  pei-feclion  wrought ; 
Yet  where  can  one  be  feen  without  a  fault  ? 
Exacl  propriety  of  words  and  thought ; 
Expreffion  eafy,  and  the  fancy  high  ; 
Yet  that  not  fcem  to  creep,  nor  this  to  fly  ; 
No  words  tranfpos'd,  but  in  fuch  order  all, . 
As  wrought  with  cai"e,  yet  feem  by  chance  to  fall. 

F  4  Here, 
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Here,  as  in  all  things  elfe,  is  moil  unfit, 

Bare  ribaldry,  that  poor  pretence  to  wit ; 

Such  naufeous  fongs  by  a  late  author  *  made, 

Call  an  unwilling  cenfure  on  his  fhade. 

Not  that  warm  thoughts  of  the  tranfporting  joy 

Can  fhock  the  challeil,  or  the  niceft  cloy  ; 

But  words  obfcene,  too  grofs  to  move  defire, 

Like  heaps  of  fuel,  only  choke  the  fire. 

On  other  themes  he  well  deferves  our  praife  ; 

But  palls  that  appetite  he  meant  to  raife. 

Next,  Elegy,  of  fweet,  but  folemn  voice. 
And  of  a  fubjeft  grave,  exafts  the  choice  ; 
The  praife  of  beauty,  valour,  wit  contains  ; 
And  there  too  oft'  defpairing  love  complains : 
In  vain,  alas  !  for  who  by  wit  is  mov'd  ? 
That  pha'nix-fhe  deferves  to  be  belov'd; 
But  noify  nonfenfe,  and  fuch  fops  as  vex 
Mankind,  take  moft  with  that  fantaftic  fex. 
This  to  the  praile  of  thofe  who  better  knew ; 
The  many  raife  the  value  of  the  few. 
But  here    (as  all  our  fex  too  oft'  have  try'd) 
Women  have  drawn  my  wandering  thoughts  afide. 
Their  greateft  fault,  who  in  this  kind  have  writ. 
Is  not  defe6l  in  words,  or  want  of  wit  ; 
But  fliould  this  Mufe  harmonious  numbers  yield, 
And  every  couplet  be  with  fancy  fill'd  ; 


*  The   Earl  of  Rochefter. It  may  be  obferved,   howeVei*^ 

that  many  of   the   worft   fongs  afcribed  to  this  nobleman    were 
fp.urious.        N. 

If 


} 


ESSAY    ON    POETRY.  73 

If  yet  a  juft  coherence  be  not  made 

Between  each  thought  ;  and  the  whole  model  laid 

So  right,  that  every  line  may  higher  rife, 

Like  goodly  mountains,  till  they  reach  the  fl^ies  : 

Such  trifles  may  perhaps  of  late  have  paft. 

And  may  be  lik'd  awhile,  but  never  laft  ; 

'Tis  epigram,  'tis  point,  *tis  what  you  will, 

But  not  an  elegy,  nor  writ  with  fl<ill, 

No  *  Panegyrick,  nor  a  f  Coopcr's-Hill. 

A  higher  flight,  and  of  a  happier  force. 
Are  Odes  :  the  Mufes*  moll  unruly  horfe. 
That  bounds  fo  fierce,  the  rider  has  no  rell. 
Here  foams  at  mouth,  and  moves  like  one  polTefs'd. 
The  poet  here  muft  be  indeed  infpir'd. 
With  fury  too,  as  well  as  fancy  fir'd. 
Cowley  might  boafl:  to  have  perform'd  this  part, 
Had  he  with  nature  joinM  the  rules  of  art ; 
But  fometimes  diftion  mean,  or  verfe  ill-wrought, 
Deadens,  or  clouds,  his  noble  frame  of  thought. 
Though  all  appear  in  heat  and  fury  done. 
The  language  fliill  mufl:  foft  and  eafy  run. 
Thefe  laws  may  found  a  little  too  fevere  ; 
But  judgment  yields,  and  fancy  governs  here. 
Which,  though  extravagant,  this  Mufe  allows, 
And  makes  the  work  much  eafier  than  it  fhows. 

Of  all  the  ways  that  wifeft  men  could  find 
To  mend  the  age,  and  mortify  mankind. 
Satire  well-writ  has  mofl:  fuccefsful  prov'd, 
And  cures,  becaufe  the  remedy  is  lov'd. 
♦  Waller'i.  +  Denham's 

'Til 
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'Tis  hard  to  write  on  fuch  a  fubjeft  more, 
Without  repeating  things  faid  oft'  before  : 
Some  vulgar  errors  only  we'll  remove, 
That  ftain  a  beauty  which  we  fo  much  love. 
Of  chofen  words  fome  take  not  care  enough, 
And  think  they  fliould  be  as  the  fubjeft  rough  ; 
This  poem  mull  be  more  exactly  made. 
And  fharpeft  thoughts  in  fmootheft  words  convey'd. 
Some  think,  if  fharp  enough,  they  cannot  fail, 
As  if  their  only  bufmefs  was  to  rail : 
But  human  frailty  nicely  to  unfold, 
Dillinguifhes  a  fatyr  from  a  fcold. 
Rage  you  mufl  hide,  and  prejudice  lay  down  ; 
A  fatyr's  fmile  is  Iharper  than  his  frown  ; 
So  while  you  feem  to  flight  fome  rival  youth, 
Malice  itfelf  may  pafs  fometimes  for  truth. 
The  Laureat  *  here  may  juflly  claim  our  praife, 
Crown'd  by  Mack-Fleckno  f  with  immortal  bays  ; 
Yet  once  his  Pegafus  J  has  borne  dead  weight, 
Rid  by  fome  lumpifh  minifter  of  ftate. 

Here  reft,  my  Mufe,  fufpend  thy  cares  awhile, 
A  more  important  taflc  attends  thy  toil. 
As  fome  young  eagle,  that  defigns  to  fly 
A  long  unwonted  journey  through  the  fl<y. 
Weighs  all  the  dangerous  enterprize  before. 
O'er  what  wide  lands  and  feas  fhe  is  to  foar, 

*  Mr.  Dryden. 

+  A  famous  fatirical  Poem  of  his. 

'I  A  poem  called  The  Hind  and  Panther. 

-■  .  Doubt 
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l^oubts  her  own  ftrength  fo  far,  and  juftly  fears 
The  lofty  road  of  airy  travellers  ; 
But  yet  Incited  by  fome  bold  defign, 
That  does  her  hopes  beyond  her  fears  incline, 
Prunes  every  feather,  views  herfelf  with  care, 
At  lail,  refolv'd,  fhe  cleaves  the  yielding  air ; 
Av\-ay  fhe  flies,  fo  ftrong,  fo  high,  fo  fail, 
JShe  leflens  to  us,  and  is  lod  at  lail : 
So  (though  too  weak  for  fuch  a  weighty  thing) 
The  Mufe  infpires  a  (harper  note  to  fmg. 
And  why  iliculd  truth  offend,  when  only  told 
To  guide  the  ignorant,  and  warn  the  bold  ? 
On  then,  my  Mufe,  adventuroufly  engage 
To  give  Inftrudlions  that  concern  the  ilage. 

The  unities  of  action,  time,  and  place. 
Which,  if  obferv'd,  give  plays  fo  great  a  grace. 
Are,  though  but  little  pradlis'd,  too  well  known 
To  be  taught  here,  where  we  pretend  alone 
From  nicer  faults  to  purge  the  prefent  age, 
Lefs  obvious  eiTors  of  the  Englifh  Hage. 

Firil  then.  Soliloquies  had  need  be  few. 
Extremely  fhort,  and  fpoke  in  pafiion  too. 
Our  lovers  talking  to  themfelves,  for  want 
Of  others,  make  the  pit  their  confidant  ; 
Nor  is  the  matter  mended  yet,  if  thus 
They  truft  a  friend,  only  to  tell  it  us ; 
Th'  occafion  fhould  as  naturally  fall. 
As  when  Bellario  *  confefTes  all. 

*  InPhilaller,a  play  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 
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Figures  of  fpeech,  which  poets  think  fo  fine, 
(Art's  needlefs  varnifh  to  make  nature  fhine) 
All  are  but  paint  upon  a  beauteous  face, 
And  in  defcriptions  only  claim  a  place  : 
But,  to  make  rage  declaim,  and  grief  difcourfe, 
From  lovers  in  defpair  fine  things  to  force, 
Muft  needs  fucceed  ;  for  who  can  choofe  but  pity 
A  dying  hero,  miferably  witty  ? 
But  oh  !  the  Dialogues,  where  jeft  and  mock 
Is  held  up  like  a  reft  at  fhittle-cock  ; 
Or  elfe,  like  bells,  eternally  they  chime, 
They  figh  in  Simile,  and  die  in  Rhyme. 
What  things  are  thefe  who  would  be  poets  thought, 
By  nature  not  infpir'd,  nor  learning  taught  ? 
Some  wit  they  have,  and  therefore  may  deferve 
A  better  courfe  than  this,  by  which  they  ftarve  : 
But  to  write  plays  !  why,  'tis  a  bold  pretence 
To  judgment,  breeding,  wit,  and  eloquence  : 
Nay  more  ;  for  they  muft  look  within,  to  find 
Thofe  fecret  turns  of  nature  in  the  mind : 
Without  this  part,  in  vain  would  be  the  whole, 
And  but  a  body  all,  without  a  foul. 
All  this  united  yet  but  makes  a  part 
Of  Dialogue,  that  great  and  powerful  art, 
Now  almoft  loft,  which  the  old  Grecians  knew. 
From  whom  the  Romans  fainter  copies  drew. 
Scarce  comprehended  fince,  but  by  a  few, 
Plato  and  Lucian  are  the  beft  remains 
Of  all  the  wonders  which  this  art  contains ; 

Yet 
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Yet  to  ourfclves  we  jiifticc  muft  allow, 
Shakefpeare  and  Fletcher  are  the  wonders  now : 
Confider  them,  and  read  them  o'er  and  o'er, 
Go  fee  them  playM  ;  then  read  them  as  before ; 
For  though  In  many  things  they  grofsly  fail, 
Over  our  pafiions  flill  they  fo  prevail, 
That  our  own  grief  by  theirs  is  rock'd  afleep  ; 
The  dull  are  forc'd  to  feel,  the  wife  to  weep. 
Their  beauties  imitate,  avoid  their  faults  ; 
Firft,  on  a  plot  employ  thy  careful  thoughts  ; 
Turn  it,  with  time,  a  thcufand  feveral  ways  ; 
This  oft',  alcne,  has  given  fuccefs  to  plays. 
Rejedl  that  vulgar  error  (which  appears 
So  fair)  of  making  perfeft  charafters  ; 
There's  no  fuch  thing  in  nature,  and  you'll  draw 
A  faultlefs  monfter  which  the  world  ne'er  faw. 
Some  faults  muft  be,  that  his  misfortunes  drew, 
But  fuch  as  may  deferve  compaffion  too. 
Befides  the  main  defign  compos'd  with  art, 
"Each,  moving  fcene  muft  be  a  plot  apart ; 
Contrive  each  little  turn,  mark  eveiy  place. 
As  painters  firft  chalk  out  the  future  face  : 
Yet  be  not  fondly  your  own  flave  for  this, 
But  change  hereafter  what  appears  amifs. 

Think  not  fo  much  where  fliining  thoughts  to  place, 
As  what  a  man  would  fay  in  fuch  a  cafe : 
Neither  in  comedy  will  this  fuffice. 
The  player  too  muft  be  before  your  eyes  ; 
And,  though  'tis  drudgery  to  ftoop  fo  low. 
To  him  you  muft  your  fecret  meaning  ftiow, 

Expofc 
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Expofe  no  fingle  fop,  but  lay  the  load 
More  equally,  and  fpread  the  roily  broad  ; 
Mere  coxcombs  are  too  obvious ;  oft'  we  fee 
A  fool  derided  by  as  bad  as  he  : 
Hawks  fly  at  nobler  game  ;  in  this  low  way 
A  very  owl  may  prove  a  bird  of  prey. 
Small  poets  thus  will  one  poor  fop  devour, 
But  to  colleft,  like  bees,  from  every  flower. 
Ingredients  to  compofe  that  precious  juice, 
Which  ferves  the  world  for  pleafure  and  for  ufe. 
In  fpite  of  faction  this  would  favour  get ; 
But  FalilafF  *  Hands  inimitable  yet. 

Another  fault  which  often  may  befall, 
Is,  when  the  wit  of  fome  great  poet  fliall 
So  overflow,  that  is,  be  none  at  all, 
That  ev'n  his  fools  fpeak  fenfe,  as  if  pofleft. 
And  each  by  infpiration  breaks  his  jefi:. 
If  once  the  jufl;nefs  of  each  part  be  loft, 
Well  may  we  laugh,  but  at  the  poet's  cofl:. 
That  filly  thing  men  call  flieer-wit  avoid. 
With  which  our  age  fo  naufeoufly  is  cloy'd  : 
Humour  is  all ;  wit  fliould  be  only  brought 
To  turn  agreeably  fome  proper  thought. 

But  fmce  the  poets  we  of  late  have  known 
F;hine  in  no  drefs  fo  much  as  in  their  own. 
The  better  by  example  to  convince. 
Cad  but  a  view  on  this  wrong  fide  of  fenfe. 


Tlic  matchlcfs  charadcr  of  Shakcfpeare. 

Firft, 
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Firft,  a  foliloquy  is  calmly  made, 
Where  every  reafon  is  exadly  weigh'd  ; 
Wliicli  once  perform'd,  moll  opportunely  comes 
Some  hero  frighted  at  the  noife  of  drums ; 
For  her  fweet  fake,  whom  at  firft  fight  he  loves, 
And  all  in  metaphor  his  paflion  proves  : 
But  fome  fad  accident,  though  yet  unknown, 
Parting  this  pair,  to  leave  the  fwain  alone  ; 
He  ftrait  grows  jealous,  though  we  know  not  why  ; 
Then,  to  oblige  his  rival,  needs  will  die  : 
But  firft  he  makes  a  fpeech,  wherein  he  tells 
The  abfent  nymph  how  much  his  flame  excels  ; 
And  yet  bequeaths  her  generoufly  now 
To  that  lov'd  rival  whom  he  does  not  know  ! 
Who  ftrait  appears  ;  but  who  can  fate  withftand  ? 
Too  late,  alas  !  to  hold  his  hafty  hand. 
That  juft  has  given  himfelf  the  cruel  ftroke  ! 
At  which  his  very  rival's  heart  is  broke  : 
He,  more  to  his  new  friend  than  miftrefs  kind, 
Moft  fadly  mourns  at  being  left  behind. 
Of  fuch  a  death  prefers  the  pleafing  charms 
To  love,  and  living  in  a  lady's  arms. 
What  ftiameful  and  what  monftrous  things  are  thefe  ! 
And  then  they  rail  at  thofe  they  cannot  pleafe  ; 
Conclude  us  only  partial  to  the  dead. 
And  grudge  the  fign  of  old  Ben  Jonfon's  head ; 
When  the  intrinfic  value  of  the  ftacre 
Can  fcarce  be  judg'd  but  by  a  following  age  : 
For  dances,  flutes,  Italian  fongs,  and  rhyme. 
May  keep  up  finking  nonfenfe  for  a  time  ; 

But 
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But  that  muft  fail,  which  now  fo  much  o*er-rules, 
And  fenfe  no  longer  will  fubmit  to  fools. 

By  painful  fteps  at  lalt  we  labour  up 
ParnafTus'  hill,  on  whofe  bright  airy  top 
The  epic  poets  fo  divinely  fhow, 
And  with  juft  pride  behold  the  reft  below. 
Heroic  poems  have  a  juft  pretence 
To  be  the  utmoft  ftretch  of  human  fenfe  ; 
A  work  of  fuch  ineftimable  worth. 
There  are  but  two  the  world  has  yet  brought  forth  ! 
Homer  and  Virgil !  with  what  facred  awe, 
Do  thofe  mere  founds  the  world's  attention  draw  I 
Juft  as  a  changeling  feems  below  the  reft 
Of  men,  or  rather  is  a  two-legg'd  beaft  ; 
So  thefe  gigantic  fouls  amaz'd  we  find 
As  much  above  the  reft  of  human  kind  ! 
Nature's  whole  ftrength  united  !  endlefs  fame, 
And  univerfal  ftiouts  attend  their  name  ! 
Read  Homer  once,  and  you  can  read  no  more, 
For  all  books  elfe  appear  fo  mean,  fo  poor, 
Verfe  will  feem  profe  ;  but  ftill  perfift  to  read, 
And  Homer  will  be  all  the  books  you  need. 
Had  BofTu  never  writ,  the  world  had  ftill, 
Like  Indians,  view'd  this  wondrous  piece  of  fldll ; 
As  fomething  of  divine  the  work  admir'd  ; 
Not  hop'd  to  be  inftrufted,  but  infpir'd  ; 
But  he,  difclofing  facred  myfteries. 
Has  ftiewn  where  aU  the  mighty  magic  lies ; 
Defcrib'd  the  feeds,  and  in  what  order  fown. 
That  have  to  fuch  a  vaft  proportion  grown. 

Sure- 
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Sure  from  fome  angtl  he  the  fecret  knew, 
Who  through  this  labyrinth  has  lent  the  clue. 

But  what,  alas  !    avails  it  poor  mankind, 
To  fee  this  promis'd  land,  yet  flay  behind  ? 
The  way  is  (hewn,  but  who  has  flrength  to  go  ? 
Who  can  all  fciences  profoundly  know  ? 
Whofe  fancy  flies  beyond  weak  Reafon's  fight. 
And  yet  has  judgment  to  dire6:  it  right  ? 
Whofe  juft  difcernment,  Virgil-like,  is  fuch 
Never  to  fay  too  little  or  too  much  ? 
Let  fuch  a  man  begin  without  delay ; 
But  he  mull  do  beyond  what  I  can  fay  ; 
Mull  above  Tafib's  lofty  flights  prevail, 
Succeed  where  Spenfer,  and  ev'n  Milton  fail. 


ODE     ON      BRUTUS. 

I. 

'T^  I  S  fald,  that  favourite,  mankind, 
Was  made  the  lord  of  all  below  ; 
But  yet  the  doubtful  are  concern'd  to  lind,. 
'Tis  only  one  man  tells  another  fo. 

And,  for  this  great  dominion  here, 

Which  over  other  beafts  we  claim, 
Reafon  our  bell  credential  does  appear. 

By  which  indeed  we  domineer. 
But  how  abfardly,  we  may  fee  with  Ihame. 

Vol.  XXXii.  G  Reafon, 
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Rcafon,  that  folemn  trifle  !   light  as  air, 
Driven  up  and  down  by  cenfure  or  applaufe  ; 

By  partial  love  away  'tis  blown, 
Or  the  leail  prejudice  can  weigh  it  down  ; 
Thus  our  high  privilege  becomes  our  fnare. 

In  any  nice  and  weighty  caufe, 
How  weak,  at  beil,  is  Reafon  !   yet  the  grave 
Iiiipofe  on  that  fmaU  judgment  which  we  have. 

II. 

In  all  thofe  wits,  whofe  names  have  fpread  fo  wide, 

And  ev'n  the  force  of  time  defy'd, 

Some  failings  yet  may  be  defcry'd. 
Among  the  reil,  with  v.'cnder  be  it  told, 
That  Brutus  is  admir'd  for  Ccefar's  death  ; 
By  which  he  yet  furvives  in  Fame's  immortal  breath. 

Brutus,  ev'n  he,  of  all  the  reft, 
In  whom  we  (hould  that  deed  the  moft  deteft. 

Is  of  mankind  efteem'd  the  bell. 
As  fnow,  defccnding  from  fome  lofty  hill, 
Is  by  its  rolling  courfe  augmenting  ftill. 
So  from  illuftrious  authors  down  have  roll'd 
Thofc  great  encomiums  he  receiv'd  of  old  : 

Republic  orators  will  fhew  efteem, 

And  gild  their  eloquence  with  praife  of  him  : 
But  Truth,  unveil'd,  like  a  bright  fun  appears. 
To  fhine  away  this  heap  of  feventeen  hundred  years. 

III. 

Ji>  vain  'tis  urg'd  by  an  illuftrious  wit, 
(To  whom  in  all  befides  I  willingly  fubmit) 

2  That 
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That  Ca-'far's  lift:  no  pity  could  deferve 

From  one  who  kill'd  himfclf,  rather  than  ferve. 

Had  Brutus  chofe  ratlier  himfclf  to  flay, 

Than  any  mailer  to  obey, 
Happy  for  Rome  liad  been  that  noble  pride  ; 
The  world  had  tliea  remaln'd  in  peace,  and  only  Brutus 
dy'd. 
For  he,  whofe  foul  difdains  to  own 
Subjedlion  to  a  tyrant's  frown, 
And  his  own  life  would  rather  end, 
Would  fure  much  rather  kill  himfelf,  than  only  hurt 
his  friend. 
To  his  own  fword  in  the  Philippian  field 

Brutus  indeed  at  lafl  did  yield  : 
But  in  thofe  tim^es  felf-kiiling  was  net  rare, 
And  his  proceeded  only  from  defpair : 

He  might  have  chofen  eife  to  live, 
In  hopes  another  Cccfar  would  forgive  ; 
Then,  for  the  good  of  Rome,  he  could  once  more 
Confpire  againll  a  life  which  had  fpar'd  Iris  before. 

IV. 

Our  countiy  challenges  our  utmofl:  care. 
And  in  our  thoughts  defers'es  the  tendereH:  fhare  ; 
Her  to  a  thoufand  friends  we  fhould  prefer, 
Yet  not  betray  them,  though  it  be  for  her. 
Hard  is  his  heart,  whom  no  defert  can  move, 

A  miftrefs  or  a  friend  to  love, 
Above_whate'er  lie  does  befides  enjoy  ; 
But  may  he,  for  their  fakes,  his  fire  or  fons  d<:llroy  ! 

G  2  For 
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For  facred  juftice,  or  for  public  good, 

Scorn'd  be  our  wealth,  our  honour,  and  our  blood  ; 

In  fuch  a  caufe,  want  is  a  happy  ftate, 

Ev'n  low  difgrace  would  be  a  glorious  fate  ; 

And  death  itfelf,  when  noble  fame  furvives. 

More  to  be  valued  than  a  thoufand  lives. 

But  'tis  not  furely  of  fo  fair  renown 
To  fpill  another's  blood,  as  to  expofe  our  own  : 
Of  all  that's  ours  we  cannot  give  too  much, 
But  what  belongs  to  friendfhip,  oh  !   'tis  facrilege  to 
touch. 

V. 
Can  we  ftand  by  unmov'd,  and  fee 
Our  mother  robb'd  and  ravifh'd  ?    Can  we  be 

Excus'd,  if  in  her  caufe  we  never  llir, 
Pleas'd  with  the  fcrength  and  beauty  of  the  ravifher  ? 

Thus  fmgs  our  bard  with  heat  almoft  divine ; 
'T'ls  pity  that  his  thought  was  not  as  llrong  as  fine. 
V/ould  it  more  juftly  did  the  cafe  exprefs. 
Or  that  its  beauty  and  its  grace  were  lefs. 
(Thus  a  nymph  fometimes  we  fee. 
Who  fo  charming  feems  to  be. 
That,  jealous  of  a  foft  furprife. 
We  fcarce  durft  trull  our  eager  eyes) 
Such  a  fallacious  ambufli  to  efcape. 
It  were  but  vain  to  plead  a  willing  rape  ; 
A  valiant  fon  would  be  provok'd  the  more ; 
A  force  we  therefore  mufl  confefs,  but  a Aed  long  before  f 

A  marriage  fince  did  intervene, 
With  all  the  folemn  and  the  facred  fcene  ; 

Loud 
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Loud  was  the  Hymen ean  fong  ; 
The  violated  dame  *  walk'd  fmilingly  along, 
And  in  the  midft  of  the  mod  facred  dance. 

As  if  enamoured  of  his  fight, 
Often  fhe  call  a  kind  admiring  glance 
On  the  bold  ftruggler  for  delight ; 
Who  afterwards  appear'd  fo  moderate  and  cool. 
As  if  for  public  good  alone  he  fo  defir'd  to  rule. 

VI. 

But,  oh  !   that  this  were  all  which  we  can  urge 

Again  ft  a  Roman  of  fo  great  a  foul ! 

And  that  fair  truth  permitted  us  to  purge 
His  fhct,  of  what  appears  fo  foul ! 

Friendfhip,  that  facred  and  fublimeft  thing  ! 

The  nobleft  quality,  and  chiefeft  good, 
(In  this  dull  age  fcarce  underftood) 
Infpires  us  with  unufual  warmth  her  injur'd  rites  to  fmg. 

Affift,  ye  angels  !   whofe  immortal  blifs, 

Though  more  refin'd,  chiefly  confifts  in  this. 
How  plainly  your  bright  thoughts  to  one  another  ftiine  i 
Oh  !    how  ye  all  agree  in  harmony  divine  ! 
The  race  of  mutual  love  with  equal  zeal  ye  mn, 
A  courfe,  as  far  from  any  end,  as  when  at  firft  begun. 

Ye  faw,  and  fmil'd  upon  this  matchlefs  pair. 
Who  ftill  betwixt  them  did  fo  many  virtues  fliare. 

Some  which  belong  to  peace,  and  fome  to  ftrife, 

Thofe  of  a  calm,  and  of  an  adive  life, 

^  ■*  Rome. 

G  3  That 
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That  all  the  excellence  of  human-kind 
Concurr'd  to  make  of  both  but  one  united  mind, 

Which  Friendfhip  did  fo  fail  and  clofely  bind, 
Not  the  leaf!:  cement  could  appcer  by  which  their  fouls 
were  join'd. 

That  tye  which  holds  our  mortal  frame, 
Which  poor  unknowing  we  a  foul  and  body  name, 

Seems  not  a  compofition  more  divine, 
Or  more  abllrufe,  than  all  that  does  in  friendfliip  fhine, 

VIT. 

From  mighty  Casfar  and  his  boundlefs  grace, 
Though  Brutus,  once  at  leaft,  his  life  received  ; 
Such  obligations,  though  fo  high  bellev'd. 

Are  yet  but  (light  in  fuch  a  cafe. 
Where  friendfhip  fo  pofTeffes  ail  the  place, 
There  is  no  room  for  gratitude  ;   fince  he. 
Who  fo  cbhges,  is  more  pleas'd  than  his  fav'd  friend 
can  be. 
Juft  in  the  midll  of  all  this  noble  heat, 
While  their  great  hearts  did  both  fo  kindly  beat, 
That  it  amaz*d  the  lookers-on. 
And  forc'd  them  to  fufpeft  a  father  and  a  fon  ;  * 
(Though  here  ev'n  Nature's  felf  ftill  feem'd  to  be  out- 
done) 
From  fuch  a  fricnddiip  unprovok'd  to  fall 
Is  horrid,  yet  I  wifh  that  fa6l  were  all 
Which  dots  with  too  much  caufe  Ungrateful  Brutuscall. 

'''   Ciefar  was  fufpefled  to  have  begotten  Brutus. 

VIII.  In 
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VIII. 
In  cooleft  blood  he  laid  a  long  dcfign 
Agalnfl  his  bell  and  deareft  friend  ; 
Did  ev'n  his  foes  in  zeal  exceed, 
To  fpirit  others  up  to  work  fo  black  a  deed  ; 
Himfclf  the  centre  where  they  all  did  join. 
Csfar,  meantime,  fearlefs,  and  fond  of  him, 

Was  as  induftrlous  all  the  while 
To  give  fuch  ample  marks  of  fond  efleem, 
As  made  the  graveft  Romans  fmile 
To  fee  with  how  much  eafe  love  can  the  wife  beguile. 
He,  whom  thus  Brutus  doom'd  to  bleed. 
Did,  fetting  his  own  race  afide, 
Nothing  lefs  for  him  provide, 
Than  in  the  world's  great  empire  to  fuccecd  : 
Which  we  are  bound  in  juftice  to  allow. 
Is  all-fufficient  proof  to  (how 
That  Brutus  did  not  ftrike  for  his  own  fake  : 
And  If,  alas !   he  fail'd,  'twas  only  by  midake. 
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MISCELLANIES. 

THE 

RAPTURE. 

T  YIELD,   I  yield,  and  can  no  longer  flay 
-^  Mv  eager  thoughts,  that  force  themfelves  away. 
Sure  none  Infplr'd  (whofe  heat  tranfports  them  ftill 
Above  their  reafon,  and  beyond  their  will) 
Can  firm  againfl  the  ftrcng  impulfe  remain  ; 
Cenfure  itfelf  were  not  fo  fnarp  a  pain. 
J^et  vulgar  minds  fubfT'it  to  vulgar  fway  ; 
'What  Ignorance  fhall  think,  or  Malice  fay, 
To  me  are  trifles  ;   if  the  knowing  few, 
Who  can  fee  faults,  but  can  fee  beauties  too, 
Appkaid  that  genius  which  themfelves  partake, 
And  (pare  the  Poet  for  the  Mufe's  fake. 

The  Mufe,  v/ho  raifes  me  from  humble  ground, 
To  view  the  vaft  and  various  world  around  ; 
How  fall  I  mount  !    in  what  a  wondrous  way 
[  grow  tranfported  to' this  large  furvey  ! 
I  value  earth  no  more,  and  far  below 
Methinks  I  fee  the  bufy  pigmies  go. 
My  foul  entranced  is  in  a  rapture  brought 
Above  the  common  tracks  of  vulgar  thought : 
With  fancy  wing'd,  I  feel  the  purer  air. 
And  with  contempt  look  down  on  human  care. 

Airy 
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Airy  Ambition,  ever  foaring  high, 
Stiinds  firil  expos'd  to  my  cenforious  eye. 
Behold  fome  toiling  up  a  flippery  hill, 
Where,  though  arrivM,  they  muft  be  toiling  dill : 
Some,  with  unfleady  feet,  juft  fallen  to  ground. 
Others  at  top,  whofe  heads  are  turning  round. 
To  this  high  fphere  it  happens  ftill  that  fome, 
The  moft  unfit,  are  forwardeft  to  come  ; 
Yet  among  thefe  are  princes  forc'd  to  choofe, 
Or  feek  out  fuch  as  would  perhaps  refufe. 
Favour  too  great  is  fafely  plac'd  on  none, 
And  foon  becomes  a  dragon  or  a  drone  ; 
Either  remifs  and  negligent  of  all, 
Or  elfc  imperious  and  tyrannical. 

The  Mufe  infpires  me  now  to  look  again. 
And  fee  a  meaner  fort  of  fordid  men 
Doating  on  httle  heaps  of  yellow  dull  ; 
For  that  defpifing  honour,  eafe,  and  lull. 
Let  other  bards,  exprefTmg  how  it  fhines, 
Defcribe  with  en'/y  what  the  mifer  finds ; 
Only  as  heaps  of  dirt  it  feems  to  me, 
Wliere  we  fuch  defpicable  vermin  fee, 
Who  creep  through  filth  a  thoufand  crooked  ways, 
Infenfible  of  infamy  or  praife  : 
Loaded  with  guilt,  they  ilill  purfue  their  courfe, 
Not  ev'n  rellrain'd  by  love  or  fricndfhip's  force. 

Not  to  enlarge  on  fuch  an  obvious  thought, 
Behold  their  folly,  which  tranfcends  their  fault ! 
Alas  !    their  cares  and  cautions  only  tend 
To  gain  the  means,  and  then  to  lofe  the  end. 

Like 
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Like  heroes  in  romances,  ftill  in  fight 

For  miilrefTes  that  yield  them  no  delight. 

This,  of  all  vice,  does  mod  debafe  the  mind. 

Gold  is  itfelf  th'  allay  to  human-kind. 

Oh,  happy  times  !    when  no  fuch  thing  as  coin 

E'er  tempted  friends  to  part,  or  foes  to  join ! 

Cattle  or  corn,  among  thofe  harmlefs  men, 

Was  all  their  wealth,  the  gold  and  filver  then  : 

Corn  was  too  bulky  to  corrupt  a  tribe. 

And  bellowing  herds  would  have  betray 'd  th^  bribe. 

Ev'n  traffic  now  is  intercourfe  of  ill, 
And  every  wind  brings  a  new  mifchief  flill ; 
By  trade  we  flourifh  in  our  leaves  and  fruit, 
But  avarice  and  excefs  devour  the  root. 

Thus  far  the  Mufe  unwillingly  has  been 
Fix'd  on  the  dull,  lefs  happy  forts  of  fm  ; 
But  now,  more  pleas'd,  fhe  views  the  different  ways 
Of  luxury,  and  all  its  charms  furveys. 
Dear  luxury  !   thou  foft,  but  fure  deceit ! 
Rife  of  the  mean,  and  ruin  of  the  great ! 
Thou  fure  prefage  of  ill-approaching  fates, 
Tiie  bane  of  empires,  and  the  change  of  Hates  I 
Armies  in  vain  refill  thy  mighty  power  ; 
Not  the  worft  conduft  would  confound  them  more. 
Thus  Rome  herfclf,  while  o'er  the  world  ftie  flew, 
And  did  by  virtue  all  that  world  fubdue. 
Was  by  lier  own  viftorious  arms  opprefs'd. 
And  catch'd  infection  from  the  conquered  Eaft  ; 
Whence  all  thofe  vices  came,  which  foon  devour 
Tlie  bed  foundations  of  renown  and  power. 

But 
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But  oh  !   what  need  have  we  abroad  to  roam, 
Who  feel  too  much  the  fad  cfTccts  at  hom^, 
Of  wild  exccfs  ?  which  we  fo  plainly  find 
Decays  the  body,  and  impairs  the  mind. 
But  yet  grave  fops  muft  not  prefume  from  licnce 
To  flight  the  facred  plcafures  of  the  fenfe : 
Our  appetites  are  Nature's  laws,  and  given 
Under  the  bread  authentic  feal  of  heaven. 
Let  pedants  wi-angle,  and  let  bigots  fight, 
To  put  rellraint  on  innocent  delight, 
But  Heaven  and  Nature  's  always  in  the  right ; 
They  would  not  draw  poor  wretclied  mortals  in, 
Or  give  defires  that  fiiall  be  doom'd  for  fin. 
Yet,  that  in  height  of  harmlefs  joy  we  may 
Lad  to  old  age,  and  never  lofe  a  day, 
Amidft  our  pleafures  we  ourfelves  fhoiild  fpare, 
And  manage  all  with  temperance  and  care. 
The  gods  forbid  but  we  fometimes  may  deep 
Our  joys  in  wine,  and  lull  our  cares  afleep  : 
It  raifes  nature,  ripens  feeds  of  worth. 
As  moiilening  pictures  calls  the  colours  forth  ; 
But  if  the  varnifh  we  too  oft'  apply, 
Alas  !   like  colours,  we  grow  faint,  and  die. 
Hold,  hold,  impetuous  Mufe  :   I  would  reilrain 
Her  over-eager  heat,  but  all  in  vain  ; 
Abandon'd  to  delights,  fhe  longs  to  rove  ; 
I  check'd  her  here,  and  now  fhe  flies  to  love  ; 
Sliews  me  fome  rural  nymph,  by  fliephcrd  chas'd, 
Soon  overtaken,  and  as  foon  embi-ac'd  : 

The 
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The  grafs  by  her,  as  fhe  by  him,  is  prefs'd ; 
For  fhame,  my  Mufc,  let  fancy  guefs  the  reft  : 
At  fuch  a  point  fancy  can  never  ftay. 
But  flies  beyond  whatever  you  can  fay. 
Behold  the  filent  (hades,  the  amorous  grove, 
The  dear  dehghts,  the  very  aft  of  love. 
This  is  his  lowefl  fphere,  his  country  fcene, 
Where  love  is  humble,  and  his  fare  but  mean  ; 
Yet  fpringing  up  without  the  help  of  art, 
Leaves  a  fmcerer  relifh  in  the  heart, 
More  healthfully,  though  not  fo  finely  fed, 
And  better  thrives  than  where  more  nicely  bred. 
Eut  'tis  in  courts  where  moft  he  makes  a  fiiow, 
And,  high  enthroned,  governs  the  world  below  j 
For  though  in  hiflories  learn'd  ignorance 
Attributes  all  to  cunning  or  to  chance, 
Love  will  in  thofe  difguifes  often  fmile. 
And  knows  the  caufe  was  kindnefs  all  the  while. 
What  ilory,  place,  or  perfon,  cannot  prove 
The  boundlefs  influence  of  mighty  love  ? 
Where'er  the  fun  can  vigorous  heat  infpire, 
Both  fexes  glow,  and  languifn  with  dcfire. 
The  weary'd  fwain,  faft  in  the  arms  of  fleep, 
Love  can  awake,  and  often  fighing  keep  ; 
And  bufy  gov/n-men,  by  fond  love  difguis'd, 
"Will  leifure  find  to  make  themfelves  defpis'd. 
The  proudeft  kings  fubmit  to  beauty's  fway ; 
Beauty  itfelf,  a  greater  prince  than  they, 
Lies  fometimcs  languifhing  with  all  its  pride 
By  a  bclov'd,  though  fickle  lover's  fide. 

I  mean 
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I  mean  to  flight  the  foft  enchanting  charm, 
But,  oh  !   my  head  and  heart  are  both  too  warm. 
I  doat  on  woman-kind  vvith  all  their  faults, 
Love  turns  my  fatire  into  foftefl  thoughts  ; 
Of  all  that  pafTion  which  our  peace  deilroys 
Inftead  of  mifchiefs,  I  defcribe  the  joys. 
But  fliort  will  be  his  reign  (I  fear  too  fhort), 
And  prefent  cares  (hall  be  my  future  fport. 
Then  Love's  bright  torch  put  out,  his  arrows  broke, 
Loofe  from  kind  chains,  and  from  th'  engaging  yoke^ 
To  all  fond  thoughts  I'll  fing  fuch  counter-charms. 
The  fair  fhall  lillen  in  their  lovers  arms. 

Now  the  enthufiaftic  fit  is  fpent, 
I  feel  my  weaknefs,  and  too  late  repent. 
As  they  who  walk  in  dreams  oft'  climb  too  high 
For  fenfe  to  follow  with  a  waking  eye  ; 
And  in  fuch  wild  attempts  are  blindly  bold, 
Which  afterwards  they  tremble  to  behold ; 
So  I  review  thefe  fallies  of  my  pen, 
And  modeft  reafon  is  return 'd  again  ; 
My  confidence  I  curfe,  my  fate  accufe. 
Scarce  hold  from  cenfuring  the  facred  Mufe. 

No  wretched  poet  of  the  railing  pit, 
No  critic  curs'd  with  the  wrong  fide  of  wit, 
Is  more  fevere  from  ignorance  and  fpite, 
Than  I  with  judgment  againft  all  I  write. 
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OUCH  is  the  mode  of  thefe  cenforious  days, 
^  The  art  is  loll  of  knowing  hov/  to  praife  ; 
Poets  are  envious  now,  and  fools  alone 
Admire  at  wit,  becaufe  themfelves  have  none. 
Yet  whatioe'er  is  by  vain  critics  thought, 
Pralfmg  is  harder  much  than  finding  fault  ; 
In  hom.ely  pieces  ev'n  the  Dutch  excel, 
Italians  only  can  draw  beauty  v/ell. 

As  firings,  alike  wound  up,  fo  equal  prove, 
That  one  refounding  makes  the  other  move  ; 
From  fiich  a  caiife  our  fatires  pleafe  fo  much, 
We  fynipathize  with  each  ili-natur'd  touch  ; 
And  as  the  (harp  infe6lion  fpreads  about, 
The  reader's  malice  helps  the  writer  cut. 
To  blame,  is  eafy  ;   to  commend,  is  bold  ; 
Yet,  if  the  Mufe  infpires  it,  who  can  hold  ? 
To  merit  we  are  bound  to  give  applaafe, 
Content  to  fufFcr  in  fo  jail 'a  caafe. 

While  in  dark  ignorance  we  lay  afraid 
Of  fancies,  gholls,  and  every  empty  iliade  ; 
Great  Hobbes  appear'd,  and  by  plain  reafon's  light 
Put  fuch  fantallic  forms  to  fhameful  fiiarht. 
Fond  is  their  fear,  who  think  men  needs  mull  be 
To  vice  enilav'd,  if  from  vain  terrors  ircQ  ; 

The 
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Tlic  wife  and  good  morality  will  guide, 
And  fuperllition  all  the  world  beiide. 

In  other  authors,  though  the  thought  be  good, 
'Tis  not  fomtrtimes  fo  eafily  underflood  ; 
That  jewel  oft'  unpolifa'd  has  remained  ; 
Some  words  fhould  be  left  out,  and  fome  explained ; 
So  that,  in  fearch  of  fenfe,  we  either  ftray, 
Or  elfe  grew  weaiy  in  fo  rough  a  way. 
'  But  here  fvveet  eloquence  docs  always  fmile. 
In  fuch  a  clioicc,  yet  unaffecled  ftyle, 
As  muil  both  knowledge  and  delight  impart, 
The  force  of  reafon,  with  the  flowers  of  art  ; 
Clear  as  a  Vjeautiful  tranfparent  ilvin, 
AVhich  never  hides  the  blood,  yet  holds  it  in  : 
Like  a  delicious  llream  it  ever  ran. 
As  fmooth  as  v/oman,  but  as  ftrong  as  man. 

Bacon  himfelf,  whofe  univerfal  wit 
Does  admiration  through  the  world  beget. 
Scarce  more  his  age's  ornament  is  thought. 
Or  greater  credit  to  his  country  brought. 

Wliile  fame  is  young,  too  weak  to  fly  away, 
Malice  purfues  her,  like  fome  bird  of  prey  ; 
But  once  on  wing,  then  all  the  quaircls  ceafe  ; 
Env)'  herfclf  is  glad  to  be  at  peace, 
Gives  over,  weaiy'd  with  fo  high  a  flight. 
Above  her  reach,  and  fcarce  within  her  fight» 
Hobbes,  to  this  liappy  pitch  arriv'd  at  laft. 
Might  have  look'd  dov.-n  with  pride  on  dangers  pafi : 
But  fuch  the  frailty  is  of  human-kind, 
Men  toil  for  fame,  which  no  man  lives  to  And ; 

Long 
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Long  ripening  under  ground  this  China  lies ; 
Fame  bears  no  fruit,  till  the  vain  planter  dies. 
Thus  Nature,  tir'd  with  his  unufual  length 
Of  life,  which  put  her  to  her  utmoft  ftrength, 
Such  flock  of  wit  unable  to  fupply, 
To  fpare  herfelf,  was  glad  to  let  him  die. 


WRITTEN    OVER     A     GATE. 

T_T  ERE  lives  a  man,  who,  by  relation, 
'*'  -*'  Depends  upon  predeftination  ; 
For  which  the  learned  and  the  wife 
His  underftanding  much  defpife  : 
But  I  pronounce  with  loyal  tongue 
Him  in  the  right,  them  in  the  wrong  ; 
For  how  could  fuch  a  wretch  fucceed, 
But  that,  alas,  it  was  decreed  ? 


MIRACLE,         1707. 

j\yT  E  R  I  T  they  hate,  and  wit  they  flight ; 
"^  They  neither  a6l,  nor  reafon  right. 

And  nothing  mind  but  pence. 
Unflcilful  they  viftorious  are, 
Conduft  a  kingdom  without  care, 

A  council  without  fenfe. 


So 
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So  Mofes  once,  and  JoHiua, 
And  that  virago  Debora, 

Bcllrid  poor  Ilracl : 
I^ikc  rcvtjrcnce  pay  to  thefe  !   for  who 
Could  ride  a  nation  as  they  do, 

Without  a  miracle  ? 


ODE 

O    N       T    H     E 

DEATH    OF    HENRY    PURCELL. 

1^^  OOD  angels  fnatch'd  him  eagerly  on  high  ; 
^"'^    Joyful  they  flew,  fmging  and  foaring  through  the 

iky, 
Teaching  his  new-fledgM  foul  to  fly  ; 
While  we,  alas  !  lamenting  lie. 
He  went  mufing  all  along, 
Compofmg  new  their  heavenly  fong. 
A  while  his  flvilful  notes  loud  hallelujahs  drown'd  ; 
But  foon  they  ceas'd  their  own,  to  catch  his  pleaflng 
found. 
David  himfelf  improv'd  the  harmony, 
David,  in  facred  fl:ory  fo  renown'd 
No  Icfs  for  mufic,  than  for  poetry  i 
Genius  fublime  in  either  art ! 
Crown'd  with  applaufe  furpafling  all  defert  ! 
A  man  juft  after  God's  own  heart ! 
Vol.  XXXII.  H  If 
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If  human  cares  are  lawful  to  the  bleft, 
Already  fettled  In  eternal  reft  ; 
Needs  muft  he  wifli  that  Purcell  only  might 
Have  liv'd  to  fet  what  he  vouchfaf'd  to  write  ; 
For,  fure,  the  noble  thirft  of  fame 
With  the  frail  body  never  dies  ; 
But  with  the  foul  afcends  the  fkies. 

From  whence  at  firft  It  came. 
'Tis  fure  no  little  proof  we  have 
That  part  of  us  furvives  the  grave, 
And  in  our  fame  below  ftill  bears  a  (hare : 
Why  is  the  future  elfe  fo  much  our  care, 
Ev'n  in  our  lateft  moment  of  defpair  ? 
And  death  defpis'd  for  fame  by  all  the  wife  and  brave  i 

Oh,  all  ye  bleft  harmonious  choir ! 
Who  power  almighty  only  love,  and  only  that  admire  ? 
Look  down  with  pity  from  your  peaceful  bower, 
On  this  fad  Ifle  perplex'd. 
And  ever,  ever  vex'd 
With  anxious  care  of  trifles,  wealth  and  power. 
In  our  rough  minds  due  reverence  infufe 
l^or  fweet  melodious  founds,  and  each  harmonious  Muft. 

Mufic  exalts  man's  nature,  and  infpires 
High  elevated -thoughts,  or  gentle,  kind  deiir^s. 


O   N 
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ON    THE    LOSS    OF    AN    ONLY    SON,    ROBERT     MARQUIS 
OF    NORMANBY. 

/^UR  morning's  gay  and  fhining; 
^^     The  days  our  joys  declare  ; 
At  evening  no  repining  ; 

And  night 's  all  void  of  care. 

A  fond  tranfported  mother 

Was  often  heard  to  cry. 
Oh,  where  is  fuch  an  other 

So  blefs'd  by  Heaven  as  I  ? 

A  child  at  firll  was  wanting  ; 

Now  fuch  a  fon  is  fent, 
As  parents  moil  lamenting 

In  him  would  find  content, 

A  child  of  whom  kind  Heaven 

Not  only  hope  bellows. 
But  has  already  given 

Him  all  our  hopes  propofe. 

The  happy  fire^s  poffefling 

His  (hare  in  fuch  a  boy. 
Adds  dill  a  greater  blefling 

To  all  my  other  joy. 

But  ah  !  this  fhin^r  weather 

Became  too  hot  at  laft  ; 
Black  clouds  began  to  gather, 

And  all  the  flvv  o'ercaft. 

H  2  So 
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So  fierce  a  fever  rages. 

We  all  lie  drown 'd  in  tears  ; 
And  difmal  fad  prefages 

Come  thundering  in  cur  ears. 

The  doubts  that  made  us  languifh 

Did  worfe,  far  \vorfe  than  kill. 
Yet,  oh,  with  all  their  angulfh. 

Would  we  had  doubted  ftill ! 

But  why  fo  much  digreffion^ 

This  fatal  lofs  to  fhow  ? 
Alas,  there's  no  expreflion 

Can  tell  a  parent's  woe  ! 

O    N 

Mr.     pope,     andhis     POEMS. 

"V)^  ITH  age  decay'd,  with  courts  and  bufmefs  tir'dj 

Caring  for  nothing  but  what  eafe  required. 
Too  ferious  nov/  a  wanton  Mufe  to  court, 
And  from  the  critics  fafe  arriv'd  in  port ; 
I  little  thought  of  launching  forth  again, 
Amidft  adventurous  rovers  of  the  pen  ; 
And,  after  fome  fmall  undeferv'd  fuccefs. 
Thus  hazarding  at  laft  to  make  it  lefs. 

Encomiums  fult  not  this  cenforious  time, 
Itfclf  a  fubjed  for  fatiric  rhyme  ; 
Ignorance  honourM,  wit  a«d  worth  defam'd, 
Tolly  triumphant,  and  ev'n  Homef  blam'd. 

BuS 
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But  to  this  genius,  join'd  with  fo  much  art, 
Such  various  learning  mix'd  in  evcr)^  P^rt, 
Poets  are  bound  a  loud  applaufe  to  pay  ; 
Apollo  bids  it,  and  they  mufl  obey. 

And  yet  fo  wondrous,  fo  fubhme  a  thing, 
As  the  great  Iliad,  fcarce  could  n:iake  me  fing  ; 
Except  i  juftly  could  at  once  commend 
A  good  companion,  and  as  firm  a  friend. 
One  moral,  or  a  mere  well-natur'd  deed, 
Can  all  defert  in  fciences  exceed. 

'Tis  great  delight  to  laugh  at  fome  men's  ways  ; 
But  a  much  greater  to  give  merit  praife. 


STANZAS. 

WT  HENE'ER  my  foolifh  bent  to  public  good, 

^  Or  fonder  zeal  for  fome  mifguided  prince, 

Shall  make  my  dangerous  luimour  underilood, 
For  changing  minifters  for  men  of  fenfe  : 

Wlien,  vainly  proud  to  fhew  my  public  care, 
And  ev*n  afham'd  to  fee  three  nations  fool'd, 

I  fliall  no  longer  bear  a  wretched  fhare 
In  ruling  ill,  or  being  over-rul'd : 

Then,  as  old  lechers  in  a  winter's  night 

To  yawning  hearers  all  their  pranks  difclofe  ; 

And  what  decay  deprives  them  of  delight. 
Supply  with  vain  endeavours  to  impofe  : 

H  3  J.:ft 
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Juft  fo  fhall  I  as  idly  entertain 

Some  ftripling  patriots,  fond  of  feeming  wife  ;- 
Tell,  how  I  ftill  could  great  employments  gain. 

Without  concealing  truths,  or  whifpering  lies  ! 

Boaft  of  fucceeding  in  my  country's  caufe 
Ev'n  againft  fome  almoil  too  high  to  blame"; 

Whom,  when  advanc'd  beyond  the  reach  of  laws, 
I  oft'  had  ridicul'd  to  fenfe  and  fhame : 

Say,  I  refifted  the  moll  potent  fraud  ; 

But  friendlefs  merit  openly  approvM  ; 
And  that  I  was  above  the  being  aw'd 

Not  only  by  my  prince,  but  thofe  he  lov'd  : 

Who  knows  but  my  example  then  may  pleafe 
Such  noble,  hopeful  fpirits  as  appear 

Willing  to  flight  their  pleafures  and  their  eafe. 
For  fame  and  honour  ?  till  at  laft  they  hear. 

After  much  trouble  borne,  and  danger  run. 
The  crown  aflifted,  and  my  country-^  ferv'd  ; 

Without  good  fortune  I  had  been  undone, 
Without  a  good  eftate  I  might  have  llarv'd. 


THE 
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THE 

ELECTION  OF  A  POET  LAUREAT 

IN    M.DCC.XIX. 

A      FAMO  US  aflembly  was  fummon'd  of  late  : 
'*^*'  To  crown  a  new  Laureat,  came  Phoebus  in  Hate, 
With  all  that  Montfaucon  himfclf  could  delire, 
His  bow,  laurel,  harp,  and  abundance  of  fire. 

At  Bartlemew-fair  ne'er  did  bullies  fo  juftle, 
No  countr)'-ele6lion  e'er  made  fuch  a  bulUc  : 
From  garret,  mint,  tavern,  they  all  pofl  away, 
Some  thirfting  for  fack,  fome  ambitious  of  bay. 

All  came  with  full  confidence,  flufh'd  with  vain  hope. 
From  Gibber  and  Durfey,  to  Prior  and  Pope. 
Phoebus  fmil'd  on  thefe  laft,  but  yet  ne'erthelefs. 
Said,  he  hop'd  they  had  got  enough  by  the  prefs. 

With  a  huge  mountain-load  of  heroical  lumber. 
Which  from  Tonfon  to  Curll  every  prefs  had  groan'd 

under, 
Came  Blackmore,and  cry'd,  Look,  all  thefe  are  my  lays. 
But  at  prefent  I  beg  you'd  but  read  my  Eflays. 

Lampooners  and  critics  rufh'd  in  like  a  tide, 
Stern  Dennis  and  Gildon  came  firll  fide-by-lide, 
Apollo  confefs'd  that  their  laflies  had  llings, 
But  beadles  and  hangmen  were  never  chofe  kings. 

H  4  Steele 
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Steele  long  had  fo  cunningly  manag'd  the  town, 
He  could  not  be  blam'd  for  expefting  the  crown  ; 
Apollo  demurr'd  as  to  granting  his  wifh, 
But  wifh'd  him  good  luck  in  his  projeft  of  fiih. 

Lame  Congreve,  unable  fuch  things  to  endure. 
Of  Apollo  begg'd  either  a  crown  or  a  cure  ; 
To  refufe  fuch  a  writer,  Apollo  was  loth, 
And  almofl  inclin'd  to  have  granted  him  both. 

When  Buckingham  came,  he  fcarce  car'd  to  be  feen. 
Till  Phoebus  delir'd  his  old  friend  to  walk  in  ; 
But  a  laureat  peer  had  never  been  known, 
The  commoners  claim'd  that  place  as  their  own. 

Yet  if  the  kind  god  had  been  ne'er  fo  inclin'd 
To  break  an  old  rule,  yet  he  well  knew  his  mind. 
Who  of  fuch  preferment  would  only  make  fport. 
And  laugh'd  at  all  fuitors  for  places  at  court. 

Notwithftanding  this  law,  yet  Lanfdowne  was  nam'd. 
But  Apollo  with  kindnefs  his  indolence  blam'd, 
And  faid  he  would  choofe  him,  but  that  he  fliould  fear 
An  employment  of  trouble  he  never  could  bear. 

A  prelate  *  for  wit  and  for  eloquence  fam'd, 
Apollo  foon  mifs'd,  and  he  needs  not  be  nam'd  ; 
Since  araidil  a  whole  bench,  of  which  fome  are  fo  bright. 
No  one  of  them  fhines  fo  learn'd  and  polite. 

To  Shippen,  Apollo  wae  cold  with  refpeft, 
^ince  he  for  the  Hate  could  the  Mufes  negle6l : 

*  Di  Atterbury,  Bifhop  of  Rochefter. 

But 
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But  faid,  in  a  greater  afiembly  he  fliln'd, 
And  places  were  things  he  had  ever  dech'n'd. 

Tv'ipp,  Young,  and  Vanbrugh,  expefted  reward. 
For  fome  things  writ  well :  but  Apollo  declar'd 
That  one  v/as  too  flat,  the  other  too  rough, 
And  the  third  fure  already  had  places  enough. 

Pert  Budgell  came  next,  and,  demanding  the  bays, 
Said,  thofe  works  muft  be  good,  which  had  Addifon's 

praife ; 
But  Apollo  reply'd.  Child  Euflace,  'tis  known, 
Moil  authors  will  praife  whatfoevcr's  their  own. 

When  Philips  came  forth,  as  (larch  as  a  Quaker, 
Whofe  fimple  profefiion's  a  Pafloral-maker ; 
Apollo  advis'd  him  from  playhoufe  to  keep. 
And  pipe  to  nought  elfe  but  his  dog  and  his  fheep. 

Hughes,  Fenton,  and  Gay,  came  lafl  in  the  train, 
Too  modeft  to  a(k  for  the  crown  they  would  gain  : 
Phcebus  thought  them  too  bafliful,  and  faid  they  would 

need 
More  boldnefs,  if  ever  they  hcp'd  to  fucceed. 

Apollo,  now  driven  to  a  curfed  quandary, 
"Was  wifliing  for  Swift,  or  the  fam'd  Lady  Mary  : 
Nay,  had  honeft  Tom  Southerne  but  been  within  call — 
But  at  lail  he  grew  wanton,  and  laugh'd  at  them  all : 

And  fo  fpying  one  who  came  only  to  gaze, 
A  hater  of  verfe,  and  defpifer  of  plays  ; 
T'o  him  in  great  form,  without  any  delay, 
.(Though  a  zealous  fanatic)  prefented  the  bay. 

Ail 
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All  the  wits  flood  aflonifh'd  at  hearing  the  god 
So  gravely  pronounce  an  eledlion  fo  odd  ; 
And  though  Prior  and  Pope  only  laugh'd  in  his  face, 
Moll  others  were  ready  to  link  in  the  place. 

Yet  fome  thought  the  vacancy  open  was  kept. 
Concluding  the  bigot  would  never  accept : 
But  the  hypocrite  told  them,  he  well  underftood. 
Though  the  funftion  was  wicked,  the  llipend  was  good. 

At  laft  in  rufh'd  Eufden,  and  cry'd,  "  Who  fhallhave  it, 
<*  But  I,  the  true  laureat,  to  whom  the  king  gave  it  ?" 
Apollo  begg'd  pardon,  and  granted  his  claim ; 
But  vow'd,  though,  till  then  he  ne'er  heard  of  his  name. 

O     N 

THE          TIMES. 


SINCE  in  vain  our  parfons  teach. 
Hear,  for  once,  a  poet  preach. 
Vice  has  loll  its  very  name. 
Skill  and  cozenage  thought  the  fame  ; 
Only  playing  well  the  game. 
Foul  contrivances  we  fee 
Call'd  but  ingenuity : 
Ample  fortunes  often  made 
Out  of  frauds  in  every  trade, 
Which  an  aukward  child  afford 
Enough  to  wed  the  greateft  lord. 
The  mifer  ilarves  to  raife  a  fon, 
But,  if  once  the  fool  Is  gone. 


} 


Years 
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Years  of  thrift  fcarce  ferve  a  day, 
Rake-hell  fquanders  all  away. 
Hufbands  feeking  for  a  place. 

Or  tolling  for  their  pay  ; 
While  their  wives  undo  their  race 

By  petticoats  and  play  : 
Breeding  boys  to  drink  and  dice, 
Carrying  girls  to  comedies, 
Where  mama's  intrigues  are  (hown. 
Which  ere  long  will  be  their  own. 
Having  firft  at  fermon  flept, 
Tedious  day  is  weekly  kept 
By  worfe  hypocrites  than  men, 
Till  Monday  comes  to  cheat  again. 
Ev'n  among  the  nobleft-born, 
Moral  virtue  is  a  fcorn  ; 
Gratitude,  but  rare  at  bell. 
And  fidelity  a  jell. 
All  our  wit  but  party-mocks, 
All  our  wifdom  raifing  ftocks  : 
Counted  folly  to  defend 
Sinking  fide,  or  faUing  friend. 
Long  an  officer  may  fei-ve, 
Prais'd  and  wounded,  he  may  flarve : 
No  receipt,  to  make  him  rife, 
Like  inventing  loyal  lies. 
We,  whofe  anceflors  have  fhin'd 

In  arts  of  peace,  and  fields  of  fame, 
To  ill  and  idlenefs  incHn'd, 

Now  are  grown  a  public  fhame. 

Fatal 
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Fatal  that  inteftine  jar. 
Which  prodiic'd  our  civil  war ! 
Ever  fince,  how  fad  a  race  ! 
Senfelefs,  violent,  and  bafe  1 


O  N     T   H   E 

DUKE       OF       YORK 

BANISHED     TOBRUSSELS. 

T  Feel  a  ftrange  impulfe,  a  ftrong  defire, 

-^  (For  what  vain  thoughts  will  not  a  Mufe  infpire  r) 

To  fmg  on  lefty  fubjefts,  and  to  raife 

My  own  low  fame,  by  writing  James's  praife. 

Oft'  have  we  heard  the  wonders  of  his  youth, 
Obferv'd  thofe  feeds  of  fortitude  and  truth, 
Which  fmce  have  fpread  fo  wide,  fo  wondrous  high. 
The  good  diftrefs'd  beneath  that  fhelter  lie. 

In  arms  more  aftive  than  ev'n  war  requlr'd, 
And  in  the  midft  of  mig^j^ty  chiefs  admir'd. 
Of  all  Heaven's  gifts,  no  temper  is  fo  rare, 
As  fo  much  courage  mix'd  with  fo  much  care. 
When  martial  fire  makes  all  the  fpirits  boil. 
And  forces  youth  to  military  toil ; 
No  wonder  it  fhould  fiercely  then  engage  : 
Women  themfelves  will  venture  in  a  rage  : 
But  in  the  midft  of  all  that  furious  heat. 
While  fo  intent  on  aftions  brave  and  great. 
For  other  lives  to  feel  fuch  tender  fears. 
And,  carelefs  of  his  own,  to  care  for  theirs ; 

Is 
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Is  that  compofure  which  a  hero  makes, 
And  wliich  Illullrloiis  York  alone  partakes, 
With  that  great  man*,  whofe  fame  has  flown  fo  far. 
Who  taught  him  firft  the  noble  art  of  war. 

Oh,  wondrous  pair  !   whom  equal  virtues  crown, 
Oh  worthy  of  each  other's  vail  renown  ! 
None  but  Turenne  with  York  could  glory  fharc. 
And  none  but  York  deferve  fo  great  a  mailer's  care» 

Scarce  was  he  come  to  blefs  his  native  ifle, 
And  reap  the  foft  reward  of  glorious  toil, 
"But,  like  Alcides,  ftill  new  dangers  call 
His  courage  forth,  and  Hill  he  vanquifh'd  all. 

At  fea,  that  bloody  fcene  of  boundlefs  rage. 
Where  floating  cailles  in  fierce  flames  engage 
(Where  Mars  himfclf  does  frowningly  command. 
And  by  lieutenants  only  fights  at  land)  ; 
For  his  own  fame  howe'er  he  fought  before, 
For  England's  honour  yet  he  ventur'd  more.    ' 

In  thofe  black  times,  when,  fadlion  raging  high. 
Valour  and  Innocence  were  forc'd  to  fly, 
With  York  they  fled  ;  but  not  depreil  his  mind. 
Still,  like  a  diamond  in  the  dufl:,  it  fliin'd. 
When  from  afar  his  drooping  friends  beheld 
How  in  difl:refs  he  ev'n  himfelf  excell'd  ; 
How  to  his  envious  fate,  his  countr^^'s  frown, 
His  brother's  will,  he  facrilic'd  his  own  ; 
They  rais'd  their  hearts,  and  never  doubted  more 
But  that  jufl  Heaven  would  all  our  joys  reflore. 

*  The  Marefchal  de  Turenne, 
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So  when  black  clouds  fuiToimd  heaven's  glorious  face, 
Tempeftuous  darknefs  covering  all  the  place, 
If  we  difcern  but  the  leaft  glimmering  ray 
Of  that  bright  orb  of  fire  which  rules  the  day, 
The  cheerful  fight  our  fainting  courage  warms  : 
Fix'd  upon  that  we  fear  no  future  harms. 

O     N 

THE        DEITY. 

WRETCHED  mankind !  void  of  both  ftrength 
and  fldll ! 
Dextrous  at  nothing  but  at  doing  ill  ! 
In  merit  humble,  in  pretenfions  high. 
Among  them  none,  alas  !  more  weak  than  I, 
And  none  more  blind  :  though  ftill  I  worthlefs  thought 
The  bell  I  ever  fpoke,  or  ever  wrote. 

But  zealous  heat  exalts  the  humbleil  mind  ; 
Within  my  foul  fuch  llrong  impulfe  I  find 
The  heavenly  tribute  of  due  praife  to  pay  : 
Perhaps  'tis  facred,  and  I  mull  obey. 

Yet  fuch  the  fubje6ls,  various,  and  fo  high, 
Stupendous  wonders  of  the  Deity  ! 
Miraculous  effeds  of  boundlefs  power  ! 
And  that  as  boundlefs  goodnefs  fhining  more  l 
All  thefe  fo  numberlefs  my  thoughts  attend. 
Oil  where  fhall  I  begin,  or  ever  end  ? 

But  on  that  theme  which  ev'n  the  wife  abufe. 
So  facred,  fo  fublime,  and  fo  abilrufe. 
Abruptly  to  break  off,  wants  no  excufe. 

2  .  While 


] 
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While  others  vainly  ftrive  to  know  Thee  more. 
Let  me  in  filent  reverence  adore  ; 
Wifliing  that  human  power  were  higher  rais'd, 
Only  that  thine  might  "be  more  nobly  prais'd  ! 
Thrice  happy  angels  in  their  high  degree, 
Created  worthy  of  extolling  Thee  ! 


PROLOGUE 

T   O      T    H    E 

ALTERATION  of  JULIUS  C^SAR, 

HOPE  to  mend  Shakefpeare  !  or  to  match  his  flyle ! 
'Tis  fuch  a  iefL  would  make  a  Stoic  fmik. 
Too  fond  of  fame,  our  poet  foars  too  high. 
Yet  freely  owns  he  wants  the  wings  to  fly  ; 
So  fenfible  of  his  prefumptuous  thought, 
That  he  confefTes  while  he  does  the  fault : 
This  to  the  fair  will  no  great  wonder  prove. 
Who  oft'  in  blufhes  yield  to  what  they  love. 

Of  greateft  aftions,  and  of  noblefl  men, 
This  llory  m.oll  deferves  a  poet's  pen  : 
For  who  can  wira  a  fcene  more  juftiy  fam'd. 
When  Rome  and  mighty  Julius  are  but  nam'd  ! 
Tliat  ftate  of  heroes  who  the  world  had  brav'd ! 
That  wondrous  man  who  fuch  a  flate  inflav'd ! 
Yet  loth  he  was  to  take  fo  rough  a  way. 
And  after  govera'd  with  fo  mild  a  fwav. 

At 
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At  diftance  now  of  feventeen  hundred  years, 
Methinks  a  lovely  ravidier  appears ;    , 
Whom,  though  forbid  by  virtue  to  excufe, 
A  nymph  might  pardon,  and  could  fcarce  refufe. 

CHORUSES   IN   JULIUS  C^SAR. 

CHORUS.        I. 

I. 
"TT  T  HITHER  is  Roman  honour  gone  ? 

^  '  Where  is  your  ancient  virtue  now^  ? 

That  valour,  vi^hich  fo  bright  has  fnone. 
And  with  the  wings  of  conqueft  flown, 
Mull  to  a  haughty  mailer  bow  : 
Who,  with  our  toil,  our  blood,  and  all  we  have  befide. 
Gorges  his  ill-got  power,  his  humour,  and  his  pride. 
XL 
Fearlefs  he  will  his  life  expofe  ; 

So  does  a  lion  or  a  bear. 
His  very  virtues  threaten  thofe, 
Who  more  his  bold  ambition  fear. 
How  ftupid  wretches  we  appear. 
Who  round  the  world  for  wealth  and  empire  roam. 
Yet  never,  never  think  what  (laves  we  are  at  home ! 
III. 
Did  men  for  this  together  join, 

Quitting  the  free  wild  life  of  Nature  ? 
What  other  beail  did  e'er  defign 
The  fetting  up  his  fellow-creature, 

And  of  two  inifchigfs  choofc  the  greater  ? 

Oh! 
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Oh  !  rather  than  be  flaves  to  bold  imperious  men, 
Give  us  our  wildnefs,  and  our  woods,  our  huts,  and 
caves  again. 

IV. 

Tliere,  fecure  from  lawlefs  fway, 

Out  of  Pride  or  Envy's  way ; 

Living  up  to  Nature's  rules, 

Not  dcprav'd  by  knaves  and  fools  ; 
Happily  we  all  fliould  live,  and  harmlefs  as  our  llieep, 
And  at  laft  as  calmly  die  as  infants  fall  aileep, 

CHORUS      11. 

T     O  !  to  prevent  this  mighty  empire's  doom, 
"^^  From  bright  unknown  abodes  of  blifs  I  come, 
The  awful  genius  of  majeftic  Rome. 

Great  is  her  danger  :  but  I  will  engage 
Some  few,  the  mafter-fouls  of  all  this  age, 
To  do  an  aft  of  juft  heroic  rage. 

'Tis  hard,  a  man  fo  great  fhould  fall  fo  low ; 

More  hard  to  let  fo  brave  a  people  bow 

To  one  themfelves  have  rais'd,  who  fcorns  them  now- 

Yet,  oh  !   I  grieve  that  Brutus  fhould  be  ftain'd, 
Whofe  life,  excepting  this  one  aft,  remain'd 
So  pure,  that  future  times  will  think  it  feign 'd,. 

But  only  he  can  make  the  reft  combine  ; 

The  very  life  and  foul  of  their  defign. 

The  centre,  where  thofe  mighty  fpirits  join. 

Vol.  XXXII.  I  Un- 
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Unthinking  men  no  fort  of  fcruples  make  ; 
Others  do  ill,  only  for  mifchiePs  fake  ; 
But  ev'n  the  beil  are  guilty  by  millake. 
Thus  fome  for  envy,  or  revenge,  intend 
To  bring  the  bold  ufurper  to  his  end  : 
But  for  his  country  Brutus  ilabs  his  friend. 


H      O       R      U      S        III. 


BY    TWO    AERIAL    SPIRITS. 


^  I  ^ ELL,  oh  !   tell  me,  whence  arife 
-^     Thefe  diforders  in  our  fkies  f 
Rome^s  great  genius  wildly  gaz*d. 
And  the  gods  feem  all  amaz'd. 

XL 

Know,  ill  fight  of  this  day's  fun. 
Such  a  deed  is  to  be  done, 
Black  enough  to  fhroud  the  light 
Of  all  this  world  in  difmal  night. 

I. 

What  is  this  deed  ? 

XL 

To  kill  a  man. 
The  greatefl  fince  mankind  began  : 
Learned,  eloquent,  and  wife, 
Generous,  merciful,  and  brave ! 


I.  Yet 
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I. 

Yet  not  too  great  a  facrifice. 
The  liberty  of  Rome  to  fave. 
II. 
But  will  not  goodnefs  claim  regard. 
And  does  not  worth  deferve  reward  ? 

I. 
Does  not  their  country  He  at  flake  ? 
Can  they  do  too  much  for  her  fake  ? 

BOTH     SPIRITS    TOGETHER. 

Though  dreadful  be  this  doom  of  fate, 

Jull  is  that  power  which  governs  all: 

Better  this  wondrous  man  (hould  fall, 
Than  a  moH  glorious,  virtuous  ilate. 


CHORUS      IV, 

HOW  great  a  cmfe  has  Providence 
Thought  fit  to  call  on  human-kind 
Learning,  courage,  eloquence, 

The  gentleft  nature,  nobleft  mind, 
Were  intermixt  in  one  alone  ; 
Yet  in  one  moment  overthrown. 

Could  chance,  or  fenfelefs  atoms,  join 
To  form  a  foul  fo  great  as  his  ? 

Or  would  thofe  powers  we  hold  divine 
Deftroy  their  own  chief  mailer-piece  ? 

Where  fo  much  difficulty  lies. 

The  doubtful  are  the  or.ly  wife. 


t   2  And 
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And,  what  muft  more  perplex  our  thoughts, 
Great  Jove  the  befl  of  Romans  fends. 

To  do  the  very  worft  of  faults, 

And  kill  the  kindeil  of  his  friends. 

All  this  is  far  above  our  reach, 

Whatever  priells  prefume  to  preach. 


PROLOGUE 


T    O 


MARCUS      BRUTUS. 

OUR  fcene  is  Athens.    And,  great  Athens  nam'd^ 
What  foul  fo  dull  as  not  to  be  inflam'd  ? 
Methinks,  at  mentioning  that  facred  place, 
A  reverend  awe  appears  in  every  face, 
For  men  fo  fam'd,  of  fuch  prodigious  parts. 
As  taught  the  world  all  fciences  and  arts. 

Amidft  all  thefe  ye  iliall  behold  a  man 
The  mofl;  applauded  fince  mankind  began, 
Out-lliining  ev'n  thofe  Greeks  who  molt  excel, 
Whofe  life  was  one  fix'd  courfe  of  doing  well. 
Oh  !  who  can  therefore  v/ithout  tears  attend 
On  fuch  a  life,  and  fuch  a  fatal  end  ? 

But  here  our  author,  befides  other  faults 
Of  ill  exprelTions,  and  of  viilgar  thoughts. 
Commits  one  crime  that  needs  an  aft  of  grace. 
And  breaks  the  law  of  unity  of  place  : 

Ycf.. 
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Yet  to  fuch  noble  patriots,  overcome 

By  faftious  violence,  and  banifh'd  Rome, 

Athens  alone  a  fit  retreat  could  yield  ; 

And  where  can  Brutus  fall,  but  in  Philippi  field  : 

Some  critics  judge  ev'n  love  itfelf  too  mean 
A  care  to  mix  in  fuch  a  lofty  fcene, 
And  with  thofe  ancient  bards  of  Greece  believe 
Friendfhip  has  ftronger  charms  to  pleafe  or  grieve  ; 
But  our  more  amorous  poet,  finding  love 
Amidft  all  other  cares,  ftill  fhines  above. 
Lets  not  the  bell  of  Romans  end  their  lives 
Without  juft  foftnefs  for  the  kindeft  wives. 
Yet,  if  ye  think  his  gentle  nature  fuch 
As  to  have  foften'd  this  great  tale  too  much, 
Soon  will  your  eyes  grow  diy,  and  pafiion  fall. 
When  ye  reflcA  'tis  all  but  conjugal. 

This  to  the  few  and  knowing  was  addreft  | 
And  now  'tis  fit  I  fhould  falute  the  reft. 

Moft  reverend  dull  judges  of  the  pit. 
By  nature  curs'd  with  the  wrong  fide  of  wit  ! 
You  need  not  care,  whatever  you  fee  to-night, 
liow  ill  fome  players  aft,  or  poets  write  ; 
Should  our  miftakes  be  never  fo  notorious. 
You'll  have  the  joy  of  being  more  cenforious  : 
Shew  your  fmall  talent  then,  let  that  fuffice  ye  ; 
But  grow  not  vain  upon  it,   I  advife  ye  : 
Each  petty  critic  can  objeclions  raife. 
The  greateft  flvill  is  knowing  when  to  praife. 

I  ?  CHO- 
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♦CHORUS      III. 

I. 

DARK  is  the  maze  poor  mortals  tread  j. 
Wifdom  itfelf  a  guide  will  need  : 
We  little  thought,  when  Caefar  bled. 
That  a  worfe  Caefar  would  fucceed* 
And  are  we  under  fuch  a  curfe, 
We  cannot  change  but  for  the  worfe  ? 

II. 

With  fair  pretence  of  foreign  force, 

By  which  Rome  mull  herfelf  enthral  ;■ 
Thefe,  without  blufhes  or  remorfe, 

Profcribe  the  bell,  impoverifh  all. 
The  Gauls  themfelves,  our  greatell  foesy 
Could  a6l  no  mifchiefs  worfe  than  thofe.. 

III. 
That  Julius,  with  ambitious  thoughts. 

Had  virtues  too,  his  foes  could  find  ; 
Thefe  equal  him  in  all  his  faults, 

But  never  in  his  noble  mind. 
That  free-born  fpirits  fliould  obey 
Wretches,  who  know  not  how  to  fway  ! 

♦  iee  the  firft  and  fecond  chorufes,  in  the  Poems  of  Mr.  Pops. 

IV.  Late 
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IV. 

Late  we  repent  our  hafty  choice, 

In  vain  bemoan  fo  quick  a  turn. 
Hark  all  to  Rome's  united  voice  ! 

Better  that  we  a  while  had  borne 
Ev'n  all  thofe  ills  which  moll  difpleafe, 
Than  fought  a  cure  far  worfe  than  the  difeafe* 


CHORUS      IV. 

/^UR  vows  thus  cheerfully  we  fing, 
^"^     While  martial  mufic  fires  our  blood  ; 
JLet  all  the  neighbouring  echoes  ring 
With  clamours  for  our  country's  good  : 
And,  for  reward,  of  the  jufl  gods  we  claim 
A  life  with  freedom,  or  a  death  with  fame. 

May  Rome  be  freed  from  war's  alaiins. 
And  taxes  heavy  to  be  borne  ; 

May  fhe  beware  of  foreign  arms, 

And  fend  them  back  with  noble  fcorn : 
And,  for  reward,  &c. 

May  fhe  no  more  confide  in  friends, 
Who  nothing  farther  underftood, 

Than  only,  for  their  private  ends, 

To  wafte  her  wealth,  and  fpill  her  blood 
And,  for  reward,  &c. 


1  4  Our 
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Our  fenators,  great  Jove,  reftrain 

From  private  piques,  they  prudence  call  ; 

rrom  the  low  thoughts  of  little  gain, 
And  hazarding  the  lofmg  all : 
And,  for  reward,  &c. 

The  fliining  arms  with  hafte  prepare, 

Then  to  the  glorious  combat  fly ; 
Our  minds  uncloggM  with  farther  care. 
Except  to  overcome  or  die  : 
And,  for  reward.  Sec. 

They  fight,  oppreffion  to  increafe, 

We  for  our  liberties  and  laws  ; 
It  were  a  fin  to  doubt  fuccefs. 

When  freedom  is  the  noble  caufe  : 
And,  for  reward,  of  the  jull  gods  we  claim 
A  life  with  freedom,  or  a  death  with  fame. 


C  0  N- 
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MATTHEW      PRIOR. 


TO       THE 

RIGHT    HONOURABLE 

LIONEL 

EARL  OF  DORSET  AND  MIDDLESEX. 


IT  looks  like  no  great  compliment  to  your  Lordfhip, 
that  I  prefix  your  name  to  this  epiille  ;  when,  in 
the  Preface,  I  declare  the  book  is  publifhed  almoft 
againft  my  inclination.  But,  in  all  cafes,  my  Lord, 
you  have  an  hereditary  rir;ht  to  whatever  may  be 
called  mine.  Many  of  the  following  pieces  were  writ- 
ten by  the  command  of  your  excellent  father ;  and  moll 
of  the  reft,  under  his  protection  and  patronage. 

The  particular  felicity  of  your  birth,  my  Lord ;  the 
natural  endowments  of  your  mind,  which,  without  fuf- 
picion  of  flattery,  I  may  tell  you,  are  ver)'  great ;  the 
good  education  with  which  thefe  parts  have  been  im- 
proved ;  and  your  coming  into  the  world,  and  feeing 
men  very  early ;  make  us  expeft  from  your  Lordfhip 
all  the  good,  which  our  hopes  can  form  in  favour  of  a 
young  nobleman.  "  Tu  Marceilus  eris — "  Our  eyes 
and  our  hearts  are  turned  on  you.  You  muft  be  a 
judge  and  mafter  of  polite  learning  ;  a  friend  and  patron 
to  men  of  letters  and  merit  ;  a  faithful  and  able  coun- 
fcllor  to  your  prince  ;  a  true  patriot  to  your  country  5 
2  an 
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an  ornament  and  honour  to  the  titles  you  poffefs  ;  and> 
in  one  word,  a  worthy  fon  to  the  great  Earl  of  Dorfet. 

It  is  as  impoflible  to  mention  that  name,  without  de- 
ilring  to  commend  the  perfon,  as  it  is  to  give  him  the 
commendations  which  his  virtues  deferved.  But  I 
affure  myfelf,  the  moil  agreeable  compliment  I  can 
bring  your  Lordfhip,  is  to  pay  a  grateful  refpeft  to  your 
father's  memory  :  and  my  own  obligations  to  him  were 
fuch,  that  the  world  mull  pardon  my  endeavouring  at 
his  charadler,  however  I  may  mifcarry  in  the  attempt. 

A  thoufand  ornaments  and  graces  met  in  the  compo- 
fition  of  this  great  man,  and  contributed  to  make  him 
univerfally  beloved  and  efteemed.  The  figure  of  his 
body  v/as  ftrong,  proportionable,  beautiful :  and  were 
his  picture  well  drawn,  it  muft  deferve  the  praife  given 
to  the  portraits  of  Raphael ;  and,  at  once,  create  love 
and  refpeft.  While  the  greatnefs  of  his  mien  informed 
men,  they  were  approaching  the  nobleman  ;  the  fweet- 
nefs  of  it  invited  them  to  come  nearer  to  the  patron. 
There  was  in  his  look  and  geilure  fomething  that  is 
more  eafily  conceived  than  defcribed  ;  that  gained  upon 
you  in  his  favour,  before  he  fpake  one  word.  His  be- 
haviour was  eafy  and  courteous  to  all ;  but  dillinguiihed 
and  adapted  to  each  man  in  particular,  according  to  his 
ftation  and  quality.  His  civility  was  free  from  the 
formality  of  rule,  and  flowed  immediately  from  his 
good  fenfe. 

Such  were  the  natural  faculties  and  flrength  of  his 
mind,  that  he  had  occafion  to  borrow  very  little  from 
education  j  and  lie  owed  thofe  advantages  to  his  own 

irood 
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good  parts,  which  others  acquire  by  fludy  and  imita- 
tion. His  wit  was  abundant,  noble,  bold.  Wit  in 
moft  writers  is  like  a  fountain  in  a  garden,  fupplied  by 
fcveral  ftreams  brought  through  artful  pipes,  and  play- 
ing fometimes  agreeably.  But  the  earl  of  Dorfet's  was 
a  fource  rifing  from  the  top  of  a  mountain,  which  forced 
its  own  way,  and  with  inexhauflible  fupplies  delighted 
and  enriched  the  country  through  which  it  paffed. 
This  extraordinary  genius  was  accompanied  with  fo 
true  a  judgment  in  all  parts  of  fine  learning,  that, 
whatever  fubjeft  was  before  him,  he  difcourfed  as  pro- 
perly of  it,  as  if  the  peculiar  bent  of  his  fludy  had  been 
applied  that  way  :  and  he  perfected  his  judgment  by 
reading  and  digeiling  the  bell  authors,  though  he 
quoted  them  very  feldom. 

«  Contemnebat  potius  literas,  quam  nefciebat  :" 

and  rather  feemed  to  draw  his  knowledge  from  his  own 
ftores,  than  to  owe  it  to  any  foreign  aflillance. 

The  brightnefs  of  his  parts,  the  folidity  of  his  judg- 
ment, and  the  candour  and  generofity  of  his  temper, 
diilinguifhed  him  in  an  age  of  great  politenefs,  and  at 
a  court  abounding  with  men  of  the  fineil  fenfe  and 
learning.  The  nK){l  eminent  maflers  in  their  feveral 
ways  appealed  to  his  determination.  Waller  thought 
it  an  honour  to  confult  him  in  the  foftnefs  and  har- 
mony of  his  vcrfe  :  and  Dr.  Sprat,  in  the  delicacy  and 
turn  of  liis  profe.  Dryden  determines  by  him,  under 
the  character  of  Eugenius,  as  to  the  laws  of  dramatick 
poetry.    Butler  owed  it  to  hiin,  that  the  Court  tailed  his 

Hudibras  ; 
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Hudibras  :  Wycherley,  that  the  Town  liked  his  Plain 
Dealer  :  and  the  late  duke  of  Buckingham  deferred  to 
publifh  his  Rehearfal,  till  he  was  fare  (as  he  expreffedit) 
that  my  lord  Dorfet  would  not  rehearfe  upon  him  again. 
If  we  wanted  a  foreign  teftimpny  ;  La  Fontaine  and 
St.  Evremond  have  acknowledged,  that  he  was  a  perfecl 
mafter  in  the  beauty  and  finenefs  of  their  language,  and 
of  all  that  they  call  les  Belles  Lettres.  Nor  was  this 
nicety  of  his  judgment  confined  only  to  books  and 
literature  ;  but  was  the  fame  in  ftatuary,  painting,  and 
all  other  parts  of  art.  Bermini  would  have  taken  his 
opinion  upon  the  beauty  and  attitude  of  a  figure  ;  and 
king  Charles  did  not  agree  with  Lely,  that  my  lady 
Cleveland's  picture  was  linifhed,  till  it  had  the  appro- 
bation of  my  lord  Buckhurfl, 

As  the  judgment  which  he  made  of  others  writings 
cculd  not  be  refuted,  the  manner  in  which  he  wrote 
will  hardly  ever  be  equalled.  Every  one  of  his  pieces 
is  an  ingot  of  gold,  intrinfically  and  folidly  valuable  ; 
fuch  as,  wrought  or  beaten  thinner,  would  fhine  through 
a  whole  book  of  any  other  author.  His  thought  was 
always  new  ;  and  the  expreffion  of  it  fo  particularly 
happy,  that  every  body  knew  immediately  it  could 
only  be  my  lord  Dorfet's  :  and  yet  it  was  fo  eafy  too, 
that  every  body  was  ready  to  imagine  himfelf  capable 
of  writing  it.  There  is  a  lullre  in  his  veffes,  like  that 
of  the  fun  in  Claude  Lorrain's  landflcips  :  it  looks  na- 
tural, and  is  inimitable.  His  love-verfes  have  a  mix- 
ture of  dehcacy  and  ftrength  :  they  convey  the  wit  of 
Petronius  in  the  foftnefs  of  Tibullus.    His  fatire  indeed 
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is  fo  feverely  pointed,  that  in  it  lie  appears,  what  Iiia 
great  friend  the  earl  of  Rochefter  (that  other  prodigy 
of  the  age)  fays  he  was, 

"  The  bed  good  man,  with  the  worfl-natur'dmufe  :'* 
Yet  even  here,  that  charafter  may  juftly  be  applied  to 
him,  which  Perfius  gives  of  the  beft  writer  of  this  kind 
that  ever  lived  : 

"  Omne  vafer  vitium  ridenti  Flaccus  amico 
"  Tangit,  cc  admifliis  circum  praecordia  ludit :" 
And  the  gentleman  had  always  fo  much  the  better  of  tlfC 
fatirill,  that  the  perfons  touched  did  not  know  where 
to  fix  their  refjntments  ;  and  were  forced  to  appear 
rather  afliamed  than  angr)-.  Yet  fo  far  was  this  great 
author  from  valuing  himfelf  upon  his  works,  that  he 
cared  not  what  became  of  them,  though  every  body 
elfe  did.  There  are  many  things  of  his  not  extant  in 
writing,  which  however  are  always  repeated  :  like  the 
verfes  and  fayings  of  the  ancient  Druids,  they  retain  an 
univerfal  veneration,  though  they  are  preferved  only  by 
memory. 

As  it  is  often  feen,  that  tliofe  men  who  are  leall  qua-' 
lifted  for  bufinefs  love  it  mod  ;  my  lord  Dorfet's  cha- 
racter was,  that  he  certainly  underftood  it,  but  did  not 
care  for  it. 

Coming  veiy  young  to  the  poflefTion  of  two  plentiful 
eftatcs,  and  in  an  age  when  pjftafure  was  more  in  fafhioa 
than  bufinefs,  he  turned  his  parts  rather  to  books  and 
converfation,  than  to  politics  and  what  more  imme- 
diately related  to  the  publick.    But,  whenever  the  fafcty 
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of  his  country  demanded  his  alTiftance,  he  readily  en- 
tered into  the  moll  active  parts  or  hfe  ;  and  underwent 
the  greateft  dangers,  with  a  confliancy  of  mind,  which 
/hewed,  that  he  had  not  only  read  the  rules  of  philo- 
fophy,  but  underftood  the  pra6tice  of  them. 

In  the  firft  Dutch  war,  he  went  a  volunteer  under 
the  duke  of  York :  his  behaviour,  during  that  campaign, 
was  fuch,  as  dillinguifhed  the  Sackville  defcended  from 
that  Hildebrand  of  the  name,  who  was  one  of  the 
greateft  captains  that  came  into  England  with  the  Con- 
queror. But  his  making  a  fong  the  night  before  the 
engagement  (and  it  was  one  of  the  prettieft  that  ever 
was  made)  carries  with  it  fo  fedate  a  prefence  of  mind, 
and  fuch  an  unufual  gallantry,  that  it  deferves  as  much 
to  be  recorded,  as  Alexander's  jefting  with  his  foldiers 
before  he  palTed  the  Granicus  ;  ar  William  the  Firil  of 
Orange  giving  orders  over-night  for  a  battle,  and  de- 
firing  to  be  called  in  the  mornirtg,  left  he  fhould  happen 
to  /leep  too  long. 

From  hence,  during  the  regaining  part  of  king 
Charles's  reign,  he  continued  to  Hve  in  honourable  lei- 
fure.  He  was  of  the  bed-chamber  to  the  king,  and 
pofiefled  not  only  his  mafter's  favour,  but  (in  a  great 
>degree)  his  familiarity;  never  leaving  the  court,  but 
when  he  was  fent  to  that  of  France,  on  fome  fhoit 
commiflions  and  embaflies  of  compliment ;  as  if  the 
king  defigned  to  fliew  the  French  (who  would  be 
thought  the  politeft  nation )  that  one  of  the  iineft  gen- 
tlemen in  Europe  was  his  fubjed  ;  and  that  we  had  a 
Z  prince 
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pnnce  wTio  underdood  his  worth  fo  well,  as  not  to 
luffer  him  to  be  long  out  of  his  prefence. 

The  fucceeding  reign  neither  reliftied  my  lord's  wit, 
nor  approved  his  maxims  ;  fo  he  retired  altogether  from 
court.  But,  as  the  irretrievable  miftakes  of  that  un- 
happy government  went  on  to  threaten  the  nation  with 
fomething  more  terrible  than  a  Dutch  war,  he  thought 
it  became  him  to  refume  the  courage  of  his  youth,  and 
once  more  to  engage  himfelf  in  defending  the  liberty  of 
his  country.  He  entered  into  the  prince  of  Orange's 
interell ;  and  carried  on  his  part  of  that  great  enter- 
prife  here  in  London,  and  under  the  eye  of  the  court, 
with  the  fame  refolution,  as  his  friend  and  fellow-patriot, 
the  late  duke  of  Devonfhire,  did  in  open  arms  at  Not- 
tingham ;  till  the  dangers  of  thofe  times  increafed  to 
extremity,  and  juil  apprehenfions  arofeforthe  fafety  of 
the  princefs,  our  prefent  glorious  queen  :  then  the  earl 
of  Dorfet  was  thought  the  properefl  guide  of  her  ne- 
cefTary  flight,  and  the  perfon  under  whofe  courage  and 
direction  the  nation  might  molt  fafely  trull  a  charge  fo 
precious  and  important. 

After  the  eftablifhment  of  their  late  majefties  upon 
the  throne,  there  was  room  again  at  court  for  men  of 
my  lord's  character.  He  had  a  part  in  tlie  councils  of 
thofe  princes,  a  great  (hare  in  their  friendfhip,  and  all 
the  marks  of  diftinclion  with  which  a  good  govern- 
ment could  reward  a  patriot.  He  was  made  chamber- 
lain of  their  majeilies  houfehold  ;  a  place  which  he  fo 
eminently  adorned  by  the  grace  of  his  perfon,  the 
finenefs  of  his  breeding,  and  the  knowledge  and  prac- 
K  2  ticc 
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tice  of  what  was  decent  and  magnificent,  that  he  couM 
only  be  rivalled  in  thefe  qualifications  by  one  great  man, 
who  has  fince  held  the  fame  llaff. 

The  lall  honours  he  received  from  his  fovereign  (and 
indeed  they  were  the  greateft  which  a  fubjedl  could  re- 
ceive) were,  that  he  was  made  knight  of  the  garter, 
and  conftituted  one  of  the  regents  of  the  kingdom 
during  his  majefty's  abfence.  But  his  health,  about 
that  time,  fenli'oly  declining,  and  the  public  affairs  not 
threatened  by  any  imminent  danger,  he  left  the  bufinefs 
to  thoie  who  delighted  more  In  the  ftate  of  it,  and  ap- 
peared only  fometimes  at  council,  to  ihew  his  refpeft 
to  the  commiflion  ;  giving  as  much  leifure  as  he  could 
to  the  relief  of  thof^:  pains  with  which  it  pleafed  God 
to  afflift  him  ;  and  indulging  the  reflexions  of  a  mind, 
that  had  looked  through  the  world  with  too  piercing  an 
eye,  and  was  grown  weary  of  the  profpedl.  Upon  the 
whole,  it  may  very  juilly  be  faid  of  this  great  man,  with 
regard  to  the  public,  that  through  the  courfe  of  his 
life  he  a6led  like  an  able  pilot  in  a  long  voyage  ;  con- 
tented to  fit  cjuiet  in  the  cabin,  when  the  winds  were 
allayedj  and  the  waters  fmooth  ;  but  vigilant  and  ready 
to  refurae  the  helm,  when  the  llorm  arofe,  and  the  fea 
grew  tumultuous. 

I  afic  your  pardon,  my  Lord,  if  I  look  yet  a  little 
more  nearly  into  the  late  lord  Dorfet's  charafter  :  if  I 
examine  it  not  without  fome  intention  of  finding  fault, 
and  (which  is  an  odd  way  of  making  a  panegyric)  fet 
his  blcmiflies  and  imperfedions  in  open  view. 
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The  fire  of  his  youth  carried  him  to  fome  excefTes ; 
but  they  were  accompanied  with  a  moll  h'vely  invention, 
and  true  humour.  The  h'ttle  violences  and  eafy  miftakes 
of  a  night  too  gaily  fpent  (and  that  too  in  the  begin- 
ning of  life)  were  always  fet  right  the  next  day,  with 
great  humanity,  and  ample  retribution.  His  faults 
brought  their  excufe  with  them  ;  and  his  very  failings 
had  their  beauties.  So  much  fweetnefs  accompanied 
what  he  faid,  and  fo  great  generofity  what  he  did,  that 
people  were  always  prepoffefled  in  his  favour :  and  it 
was  in  faft  true,  what  the  late  earl  of  Rochefter  faid. 
in  jell  to  king  Charles,  that  he  did  not  know  how  it 
was,  but  my  lord  Dorfet  might  do  any  thing,  yet  was 
never  to  blame. 

He  was  naturally  veiy  fubje<£l  to  paflion  ;  but  the 
fhort  guft  was  foon  over,  and  ferved  only  to  fet  off  the 
charms  of  his  temper,  when  more  compofed.  That 
very  paffion  broke  out  with  a  force  of  wit,  which 
made  even  anger  agreeable  :  while  it  lalled,  he  faid  and 
forgot  a  thoufand  things,  which  other  men  would  have 
been  glad  to  have  ftudicd  and  wrote  ;  but  the  impe- 
tuofity  was  corrediled  upon  a  moment's  refie6lion,  and 
the  meafure  altered  with  fuch  grace  and  dehcacy,  that 
you  could  fcarce  perceive  where  the  key  was  changed. 

He  was  very  fharp  in  his  refleclions  ;  but  never  in  the 
wrong  place.  His  darts  were  fure  to  wound  ;  but  they 
were  fure  too  to  hit  none,  but  thofe  whofe  follies  gave 
him  very  fair  aim.  And,  v/hen  he  allowed  no  quarter, 
he  had  certainly  been  provoked  by  more  than  common 
error ;  by  men's  tedious  and  circumflantial  recitals  of 
K  3  their 
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their  affairs  ;  or  by  their  multiplied  queftions  about  bis 
ov/n  ;  by  extreme  ignorance  and  impertinence  ;  or  the 
mixture  of  thefe,  an  iii-judged  and  never-ceafmg  civi- 
lity ;  or,  laftly,  by  the  two  things  which  were  his  utter 
averfion,  the  infmuation  of  a  flatterer,  and  the  whifper 
of  a  tale-bearer. 

If  therefore  we  fet  the  piece  in  its  worft  pofition,  if 
its  faults  be  moft  expofed,  the  fhades  will  ftill  appear 
very  finely  joined  with  their  lights,  and  every  imper- 
fection will  be  diminifhed  by  the  luftre  of  feme  neigh- 
bouring virtue.  But,  if  we  turn  the  great  drawings  and 
wonderful  colourings  to  their  true  light,  the  whol^ 
muft  appear  beautiful,  noble,  admirable. 

He  pofTeffed  all  thofe  virtues,  in  the  higheft  degree, 
upon  which  the  pleafure  of  fociety,  and  the  happinefs 
of  life,  depend :  and  he  exercifed  them  with  the  greateft 
decency,  and  beft  manners.  As  good-nature  is  faid,  by 
a  great  *  author,  to  belong  more  particularly  to  the 
Englilh,  than  any  other  nation  ;  it  may  again  be  faid,- 
that  it  belonged  more  particularly  to  the  late  earl  of, 
Dorfet,  than  to  any  other  Enghfhman. 

A  kind  hulband  he  was,  without  fondnefs  ;  and  aa 
indulgent  father,  without  partiality.  So  extraordinary 
good  a  mailer,  that  this  quality  ought  indeed  to  have 
been  num.bered  among  his  defe6ls ;  for  he  was  often 
ferved  worfe  than  became  his  llation,  frora  his  unwil- 
lingnefs  to  affume  an  authority  too  fevere.  And,  dur- 
ing thofe  little  tranfports  of  paflion,  to  which  I  juit 
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now  faid  he  was  fubje6l,  I  have  known  his  fervants  get 
into  his  way,  that  they  might  make  a  merit  of  it  im- 
mediately after  ;  for  he,  that  had  the  good  fortune  to 
be  chid,  was  fure  of  being  rewarded  for  it. 

His  table  was  one  of  the  laft  that  gave  us  an  exam- 
ple of  the  old  houfe-keeping  of  an  Englifh  noble- 
man. A  freedom  reigned  at  it,  which  made  every  one 
of  his  guefls  think  himfelf  at  home  ;  and  an  abun- 
dance, which  (hewed  that  the  mailer's  hofpitality  ex- 
tended to  many  more  than  thofe  who  had  the  honour 
to  fit  at  the  table  with  him. 

In  his  dealings  with  others,  his  care  and  exadlnefs, 
that  eveiy  man  fhould  have  his  due,  was  fuch,  that  you 
would  think  he  had  never  feen  a  court :  the  pohtenefs 
and  civihty,  with  which  this  juftlce  was  adminiilered, 
would  convince  you  he  never  had  lived  out  of  one. 

He  was  fo  ftridl  an  obferver  of  his  word,  that  no 
confideratlon  whatever  could  make  him  break  it ;  yet 
fo  cautious,  left  the  merit  of  his  a6l  fhould  arife  from 
that  obligation  only,  that  he  ufually  did  the  gTeateft 
favours,  without  making  any  previous  promife.  So 
inviolable  was  he  in  his  friendfhip,  and  fo  kind  to  the 
eharafter  of  thofe  whom  he  had  once  honoured  with 
a  more  intimate  acquaintance,  that  nothing  lefs  than  a 
demonftration  of  fome  efiential  fault  could  make  him 
break  with  them ;  and  then  too,  his  good-nature  did 
not  confent  to  it,  without  the  greateft  relu6lance  and 
difficulty.  Let  me  give  one  inftance  of  this  amongft 
many.  When,  as  lord  chaitibcilain,  he  was  obliged  to 
take  the  king's  penfion  from  Mr.  Dryden,  who  had 
K  4  lon^ 
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long  before  put  himfelf  out  of  a  poffibility  of  receiving 
any  favour  from  the  court ;  my  lord  allowed  him  an 
equivalent  out  of  his  ovirn  eftate.  However  difpleafed 
with  the  conduft  of  his  old  acquaintance,  he  relieved 
his  neceflities  ;  and,  while  he  gave  him  his  affiftance  in 
private,  in  pubhc  he  extenuated  and  pitied  his  error. 

The  foundation  indeed  of  thefe  excellent  qualities, 
and  the  perfeftion  of  my  lord  Dorfet's  charaAer,  was 
that  unbounded  charity  which  ran  through  the  whole 
tenour  of  his  life,  and  fat  as  vifibly  predominant  over 
the  other  faculties  of  his  foul,  as  fhe  is  faid  to  do  in 
heaven  above  her  fifter-virtues. 

Crowds  of  poor  daily  thronged  his  gates,  expefting 
thence  their  bread  ;  and  were  ftill  lefTened  by  his  fend- 
ing the  moft  proper  objefts  of  his  bounty  to  apprentice- 
fhips  or  hofpitals.  The  lazy  and  the  fick,  as  he  acci- 
dentally faw  them,  were  removed  from  the  flreet  to 
the  phyfician  ;  and  many  of  them  not  only  reftored  to 
health,  but  fupplied  with  what  might  enable  them  to 
refume  their  former  callings,  and  make  their  future  life 
happy.  The  prifoner  has  often  been  rekafed,  by  my 
lord's  paying  the  debt ;  and  the  condemned  has  been 
faved,  by  his  interceffion  with  the  fovereign,  where  he 
thought  the  letter  of  the  law  too  rigid.  To  thofe  whofe 
circumftances  were  fuch  as  made  them  afliamed  of  their 
poverty,  he  knew  how  to  bellow  his  munificence,  with- 
out offending  their  modefty  ;  and,  under  the  notion  of 
frequent  prefents,  gave  them  what  amounted  to  a  fub- 
Mence.    Many  yet  alive  know  this  to  be  true  j  though 
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he  told  it  to  none,  nor  ever  was  more  uneafy  than  when 
any  one  mentioned  it  to  him. 

We  may  find,  among  the  Greeks  and  Latins,  Tibul- 
lus  and  Gallus,  the  noblemen  that  writ  poetry  ;  Au- 
guftus  and  Moecenas,  the  prote6lors  of  learning ;  AnT- 
tides,  the  good  citizen  ;  and  Atticus,  the  well-bred 
friend^  and  bring  them  in  as  examples  of  my  lord 
Dorfet's  wit,  his  judgment,  his  juflice,  and  his  civility. 
But  for  his  charity,  my  Lord,  we  can  fcarce  find  a 
parallel  in  hiftory  itfclf. 

Titus  was  not  more  the  "  dcliciae  humani  generis," 
on  this  account,  than  my  lord  Dorfet  was.  And,  with- 
out any  exaggeration,  that  prince  did  not  do  more  good 
in  proportion  out  of  the  revenue  of  the  Roman  empire, 
than  your  father  out  of  the  income  of  a  private  eftate. 
Let  this,  my  Lord,  remain  to  you  and  your  pofterity  a 
pofleflion  for  ever ;  to  be  imitated ;  and,  if  pofiible,  to 
be  excelled. 

As  to  my  own  particular,  I  fcarce  knew  what  life 
was,  fooner  than  I  found  myfelf  obliged  to  his  favour  ; 
nor  have  had  reafon  to  feel  any  forrow  fo  fenfibly  a« 
that  of  his  death. 

"  Ille  dies — quern  femper  acerbum 

"  Semper  honoratum  (fie  Di  voluiftis)  habebo," 

-^neas  could  not  refled  upon  the  lofs  of  his  own 
father  with  greater  piety,  my  Lord,  than  I  mufl  recall 
the  memory  of  yours :  and,  when  I  think  whofe  fon  I 
am  writing  to,  the  leaft  I  promife  myfelf,  from  your 
goodnefs,  is  an  uninterrupted  continuance  of  favour,  and 
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a  friendfhip  for  life.  To  which  that  I  may  with  fome 
juilice  intitle  myfelf,  I  fend  your  Lordfhip  a  dedication^ 
not  filled  with  a  long  detail  of  your  praifes,  but  with 
my  fmcereft  wifhes  that  you  may  deferve  them  ;  that 
you  may  employ  thofe  extraordinary  parts  and  abilities, 
with  which  Heaven  has  bleffed  you,  to  the  honour  of 
your  family,  the  benefit  of  your  friends,  and  the  good 
of  your  country  ;  that  all  your  a6lions  may  be  great, 
open,  and  noble,  fuch  as  may  tell  the  world  whofe  fon 
and  whofe  fucceffor  you  are. 

What  I  now  offer  to  your  Lordfhip  is  a  colledlion 
of  poetr)',  a  kind  of  garland  of  good-will.  If  any 
verfes  of  my  writing  fhould  appear  in  print  under  ano-« 
ther  name  and  patronage  than  that  of  an  Earl  of  Dorfet,. 
people  might  fufped  them  not  to  be  genuine.  I  have 
attained  my  prefent  end,  if  thefe  poems  prove  the  diver- 
lion  of  fome  of  your  youthful  hours,  as  they  have  been- 
occafionally  the  amufement  of  fome  of  mine  ;  and  I 
humbly  hope,  that,  as  I  may  hereafter  bind  up  my  fuller 
Iheaf,  and  lay  fome  pieces  of  a  very  different  nature 
(the  produft  of  my  feverer  fludies)  at  your  Lordfhip's 
feet,  I  fhall  engage  your  more  ferious  reflexion  r 
happy,  if  in  all  my  endeavours  I  may  contribute,  to 
your  delight,  or  to  your  inflruftion. 

I  am,  with  all  duty  and  refpedl, 
My  Lord, 

Your  Lordfliip's 

'  jnofl  obedient,  and 

moll  humble  fervant, 
MAT.    PRIOR-, 
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*^  I  ^  H  E  greateft  part  of  what  I  have  written  having' 
"^  been  already  publlflied,  either  fingly  or  in  fome  of 
the  Mifcellanies,  it  would  be  too  late  for  me  to  make 
any  excufe  for  appearing  in  print.  But  a  coUedion  of 
poems  has  lately  appeared  under  my  name,  though 
without  my  knowledge,  in  which  the  pubKfher  has 
given  me  the  honour  of  fome  things  that  did  not  belong 
to  me  ;  and  has  tranfcribed  others  fo  imperfeftly,  that 
I  hardly  knew  them  to  be  mine.  This  has  obliged  me, 
in  my  own  defence,  to  look  back  upon  fome  of  thofe 
Hghter  iludies,  which  I  ought  long  fince  to  have  quit- 
ted ;  and  to  pubHfli  an  indifferent  colledlion  of  poems, 
for  fear  of  being  thought  the  author  of  a  worfe. 

Thus  I  beg  pardon  of  the  public  for  re-printing 
fome  pieces,  which,  as  they  came  fingly  from  their  firfl 
impreflion,  have  (I  fancy)  lain  long  and  quietly  in 
Mr.  Tonfon's  fliop  ;  and  adding  others  to  them,  which 
were  never  before  printed,  and  might  have  lain  as 
quietly,  and  perhaps  more  fafely,  in  a  corner  of  my 
own  ftudy. 

The  reader  will,  I  hope,  make  allowance  for  their 
having  been  written  at  very  diftant  times,  and  on  very 
different  occafions ;  and  take  them  as  they  happen  to 
come.  Public  panegj^ics,  amorous  odes,  ferious  re- 
fiedions,  or  idle  tales,  the  produd  of  his  leifure  hours, 

who 
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who  had  bufinefs  enough  upon  his  hands,  and  was  only 
a  poet  by  accident. 

I  own  myfelf  much  obh'ged  to  Mrs.  Singer,  who  has 
given  me  leave  to  print  a  paftoral  of  her  writing  ;  that 
poem  having  produced  the  verfes  immediately  following 
it.  I  wifh  (lie  might  be  prevailed  with  to  pubhfh  fome 
other  pieces  of  that  kind,  in  which  the  foftnefs  of  her 
fex,  and  the  finenefs  of  hei*  genius,  confpire  to  give 
her  a  very  diftinguifhing  chai^ader. 


POST- 


C    HI    3 
POSTSCRIPT. 

T  M  U  S  T  help  my  preface  by  a  poflfcript,  to  tell  the 
reader  that  there  is  ten  years  dlllance  between  my 
writing  one  and  the  other;  and  that  (whatever  I  thought 
then,  and  have  fomewhere  faid,  that  I  would  publiih  no 
more  poetry)  he  will  find  feveral  copies  of  verfes  fcat- 
tered  through  this  edition,  which  were  not  printed  in 
the  firft.  Thofe  relating  to  the  public  Hand  in  the 
order  they  did  before,  according  to  the  feveral  years  in 
which  they  were  written  ;  however  the  difpofition  of 
our  national  affairs,  the  aflions  or  the  fortunes  of  fome 
men,  and  the  opinions  of  others,  may  have  changed. 
Profe  and  other  human  things  may  take  what  turn  they 
can  ;  but  poetry,  which  pretends  to  have  fomething  of 
divinity  in  it,  is  to  be  more  permanent.  Odes  once 
printed  cannot  well  be  altered,  when  the  author  has 
already  faid  that  he  experts  his  works  fhculd  live  for 
ever  :  and  it  had  been  very  fooHfh  in  my  friend  Horace, 
if,  fome  years  after  his  "  Exegi  Monumentum,*'  he 
{hould  have  defired  to  fee  his  building  taken  down  again. 
The  Dedication  likewife  is  re-printed,  to  the  earl  of 
Dorfet,  in  the  foregoing  leaves,  without  any  alteration; 
though  I  had  the  faireft  opportunity,  and  the  ftrongeft 
incHnation,  to  have  added  a  great  deal  to  it.  The 
blooming  hopes,  which  I  faid  the  world  expelled  from 
my  then  very  young  patron,  have  been  confirmed  by 

moil 
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moft  noble  and  diflingulfhed  firft-fmlts  ;  and  his  life  is 
going  on  towards  a  plentiful  harveft  of  all  accumulated 
virtues.  He  has,  in  faft,  exceeded  whatever  the  fond- 
nefs  of  my  wifhes  could  invent  in  his  favour :  his 
equally  good  and  beautiful  lady  enjoys  in  him  an  indul- 
gent and  obliging  hufband ;  his  children,  a  kind  and 
careful  father  ;  and  his  acquaintance,  a  faithful,  gene- 
rous, and  polite  friend.  His  fellow-peers  have  attended 
to  the  perfuafion  of  his  eloquence  ;  and  have  been  con- 
vinced by  the  folidity  of  his  reafoning.  He  has,  long 
fince,deferved  and  attained  the  honour  of  the  garter.  He 
has  managed  fome  of  the  greateft  charges  of  the  king- 
dom with  known  ability  ;  and  laid  them  down  with  entire 
difmtereflinent.  And  as  he  continues  the  exercifes  of 
thefe  eminent  virtues  (v/hich  that  he  may  to  a  very  old 
age,  (hall  be  my  perpetual  wifli),  he  may  be  one  of  the 
greateft  men  that  our  age,  or  poflibly  our  nation,  has 
bred  ;  and  leave  materials  for  a  panegyrick,  not  un- 
worthy tlie  pen  of  fome  future  Pliny. 

From  fo  noble  a  fubjeft  as  the  earl  of  Dorfet,  to  fo 
mean  a  one  as  myfelf,  is  (I  confefs)  a  very  Pindaric 
tranfition  :  I  fhall  only  fay  one  word,  and  trouble  the 
reader  no  further.  I  publiihed  my  poems  formerly,  as 
Monfieur  Jourdain  fold  his  filk  :  he  would  not  be 
thought  a  tradefman  ;  but  ordered  fome  pieces  to  be 
meafured  out  to  his  particular  friends.  Now  I  give  up 
my  fliop,  and  difpofe  of  all  my  poetical  goods  at  once : 
I  muft  therefore  defire,  that  the  public  would  pleafe 
to  take  them  in  the  grofs ;  and  that  every  body  would 
turn  over  v»^hat  he  does  not  like. 

POEMS 


OEM 
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ON       THE 

MARRIAGE  OF   GEORGE  PRINCE   OF 
DENMARK,  AND  THE  LADY  ANNE.» 

BY       MR.       PRIOR,       1683^ 

./^OnjunAum  Veneri  Martem,  Danofque  Britannis 
^^     Dum  canit  altifonis  dofta  catena  modis, 
Affero  fincerum  culto  pro  carmine  votum, 
Quod  minus  ingenii,  plus  pietatis  habet. 

Vi^-ant 

*  Fromthe  "Hjrmenaeus  Cantabrigienfis.  Cantabrlgis,  1683." 
This  copy,  notwithftanding  the  fignature,  is  beyond  a  doubt  the 
property  of  the  facetious  Matt.  Prior.  See  the  •»  Mifcellany 
*' Poems,  1781."  Vol.  VII,  p.  93. — All  our  College  Exercifes 
are  given  up,  figned  only,  by  us,  with  our  surname. — The 
D^an  of  the  college,  to  whom,  in  right  of  his  office,  Prior's  Vcrfes 

were 
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Vivant  Ambo  diu,  vivant  feliclter,  opto  ; 

Diligat  hie  Sponfam,  diligat  ilia  Virum. 
JunAos  perpetua  teneas,  Hymenaee,  catena  ; 

Junclos,  Juno,  die  protege  ;  no6le,  Venus  ! 
Exultent  fimili  felices  prole  Parentes, 

Ut  petat  hinc  multos  natio  bina  duces  ! 
Cumque  fenes  pariter  cupiant  valedicere  terris, 

Ne  mors  auguftum  dividat  atra  jugum  : 
Sed  qualis  raptum  tranfvexit  currus  Elijam, 

Tranfvehat  ad  fuperas  talis  utrumque  domos  ! 

A.  Prior,  CoIL  Dlv.  Job,  Alumn, 


tvere  delivered,  not  knowing,  or  miftaking  Prior's  name,  who  was 
then  a  Freftiman,  marked  them  with  a.  inftead  of  m.  when  he 
gave  them  into  the  university  inspectors  for  their  appro- 
bation :  or,  probably,  he  might  have  made  fo  aukward  an  m.  that 
THEY  MISTOOK  it  for  an  A.  They  bear  I  NT  E  R  N  A  L  evidence 
©f  their  being  written  by  one,  though  a  Frefhman,  ufed  to  ^vrit^ 
Latin  Verfe  ;  and  to  write  it  too,  in  a  Great  School,  under  a  Great 
Mafter — as  was  Prior's — Dr.  Bufby.  There  is  aclaflical  terfenefa 
in  the  didlion  ;  and  eafe,  and  harmony  in  the  Numbers.  And  the 
diftant  imitation  of  Martial's  admirable  lines  on  the  happy  mar- 
ried PAIR — or  rather  the  allusion  to  that  excellent  little 
piece  (for  it  can  hardly  be  called  an  i  mit  ation  of  it),  (hews 
the  TASTE  of  a  master,  at  the  years  of  a  boy,  and  is  not 
unworthy  the  name,  or  the  fame  of  Prior.     Ky  n aston. 
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On  Exodus  ill.  14.  **  I  am  that  I  am.** 
AN        ODE. 

WRITTEN    1688,  AS   AN   EXERCISE   AT   ST.  JOHK's 
COLLEGE,  CAMBRIDGE. 

I. 

IV/r  A  N  !  focllfh  man  ! 

■^    '*'   Scarce  know'il  thou  how  thyfelf  began  ; 
Scarce  haft  thou  thought  enough  to  prove  thou  art  ; 
Yet,  fteel'd  with  ll:udy*d  boldnefs,  thou  dar'il  try- 
To  fend  thy  doubting  reafon's  dazzled  eye 
Through  the  myfterious  gulph  of  vaft  immenfity. 
Much  thou  canft  there  difcern,  much  thence  impart. 
Vain  wretch  !  fupprefs  thy  knowing  pride  ; 
Mortif)-  thy  learned  luft. 
Vain  are  thy  thoughts,  while  thou  thyfelf  art  duft, 

II. 

Let  wit  her  fails,  her  oars  let  wifdom  lend  ; 
The  helm  let  politic  experience  guide  : 
Yet  ceafe  to  hope  thy  fhort-liv'd  bark  (haU  ride 
Down  fpreading  fate's  unnavigable  tide. 

What  though  ftill  it  farther  tend, 

Still  'tis  farther  from  its  end  ; 
And,  in  the  bofom  of  that  boundlefs  fea,. 
Still  linds  if^  error  lengthen  with  its  way. 

Vol.  XXXII.  L  III.  WftiV 
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III. 

With  daring  pride  and  infolent  delight, 
Your  doubts  refolv'd  you  boaft,  your  labours  cro^AOiM, 
And,  "EYPHKA  !  your  God,  forfooth,  is  found 
Incomprehenfible  and  infinite. 
But  is  he  therefore  found  ?  vain  fearcher  !  no  : 
Let  your  imperfeft  definition  fhow 
That  nothing  you,  the  weak  definer,  know. 
IV. 
Say,  why  fhould  the  colledled  main 
Itfelf  within  itfelf  contain  ? 
Why  to  its  caverns  fhould  it  fometimes  creep, 

And  with  delighted  filence  fleep 
On  the  lov'd  bofom  of  its  parent  deep  ? 
Why  fhould  its  numerous  waters  ilay 
In  comely  difcipline,  and  fair  array, 
Till  winds  and  tides  exert  their  high  command ! 
Then,  prompt  and  ready  to  obey, 
Why  do  the  rifing  furges  fpread 
Their  opening  ranks  o'er  earth's  fubmiffive  head, 
Marching  through  different  paths  to  different  lands  ? 
V. 
Why  does  the  conilant  fun 
With  meafur'd  fteps  his  radiant  journies  nm  I 
Why  does  he  order  the  diurnal  hours 
To  leave  earth's  other  part,  and  rife  in  ours  ? 
Why  does  he  wake  the  correfpondent  moon, 
And  fill  her  willing  lamp  with  liquid  light. 
Commanding  her  with  delegated  powers 
To  beautify  the  world,  and  blefs  the  night  ? 

Why 
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Why  does  each  animated  ftar 
Love  the  juft  limits  of  its  proper  fphere  ? 

Why  does  each  confenting  fign 

With  prudent  harmony  combine 
In  turns  to  move,  and  fubfequent  appear, 
To  gird  the  globe,  and  regulate  the  year  ? 

VI. 

Man  does  with  dangerous  curiofity 
Thefe  unfathom'd  wonders  try  : 
With  fancied  rules  and  arbitrary  laws 
Matter  and  motion  he  reftrains  ; 
And  ftudied  lines  and  fiftious  circles  draws  : 
Then  with  imagin'd  fovereignty 
Lord  of  his  new  hypothefis  he  reigns. 
He  reigns :  how  long  ?  till  fome  ufurper  rife  ; 
And  he  too,  mighty  thoughtful,  mighty  wife, 
Studies  new  lines,  and  other  circles  feigns. 
From  this  lall  toil  again  what  knowledge  flows  ? 
Juft  as  much,  perhaps,  as  fhows 
That  all  his  predeceffor's  rules 
"Were  empty  cant,  all  jargon  of  the  fchools  ; 
That  he  on  t'other's  ruin  rears  his  throne  ; 
And  fhows  his  friend's  miftake,  and  thence  confirms  his 
own. 

VII. 
On  earth,  in  air,  amidft  the  feas  and  fl^ies, 
Mountainous  heaps  of  wonders  rife  ; 
Whofe  towering  ftrength  will  ne*er  fubmit 
To  rcafon's  batteries,  or  the  mines  of  wit : 

L  2  ■     Yet 
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Yet  ftill  inquiring,  ftill  miftaken  man. 
Each  hour  repiils'd,  each  hour  dares  onward  prefs ; 
And,  levelling  at  God  his  wandering  guefs 
(That  feeble  engine  of  his  reafoning  war, 
Which  guides  his  doubts,  and  combats  his  defpair),. 
Laws  to  his  Maker  the  learn'd  wretch  can  give  : 
Can  bound  that  nature,  and  prefcribe  that  will, 
Whofe  pregnant  word  did  either  ocean  fill : 
Can  tell  us  whence  all  beings  are,  and  how  they  move 
and  live. 
Through  either  ocean,  foolifh  man  I 
That  pregnant  word  fent  forth  again. 
Might  to  a  world  extend  each  atom  there  ; 
For  every  drop  call  forth  a  fea,  a  heaven  for  every  flar^ 
VIII. 
I^et  cunning  earth  her  fruitful  wonders  hide  ; 
And  only  lift  thy  flaggering  reafon  up, 
To  trembling  Calvary's  ailonifh^d  top  ; 
Then  mock  thy  knowledge,  and  confound  thy  pridcj 
Explaining  how  Perfeftion  fuffer'd  pain, 
A-lmighty  languifli'd,  and  Eternal  died  : 
How  by  her  patient  victor  death  was  flain  ; 
And  earth  profaned,  yet  blefs'd,  with  Deicide, 
Then  down  with  all  thy  boafted  volumes,  down  ; 
Only  referve  the  Sacred  One  : 

Lowj  reverently  low. 
Make  thy  ftubborn  knowledge  bow ; 
Weep  out  thy  reafon's  and  thy  body's  eyes  ; 

Dejed  thyfelf,  that  thou  may'll  rife ; 
To  look  to  Heaven,  be  blind  to  all  below, 

IX.  The« 
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IX. 

Then  Faith,  for  Rcafon's  glimmenng  h'ght,  fhall  give 

Her  immortal  perfptftivc  ; 
And  Grace's  prefcncc  Nature's  lofs  retrieve  : 
Then  thy  enhven'd  foul  fhall  fee, 
That  all  the  volumes  of  Philofophy, 
With  all  their  comments,  never  could  invent 

So  pohtic  an  inftniment. 
To  reach  the  heaven  of  heavens,  the  high  abode. 
Where  Mofes  places  his  myfterious  God, 
As  was  the  ladder  which  old  Jacob  rear'd. 
When  light  divine  had  human  darknefs  clear'd ; 
And  his  enlarged  ideas  found  the  road. 
Which  Faith  had  didlated,  and  Angels  trod. 

CONSIDERATIONS  on  PART  of  the  8Sth  PSALM. 

A  COLLEGE   EXERCISE,   1 69O, 
I. 

TTEAVY,  O  Lord,  on  me  thy  judgments  He, 
-*-  -^  Accurft  I  am,  while  God  rejedls  my  cry. 
O'erwhelm'd  in  darknefs  and  defpair  I  groan  ; 
And  every  place  is  hell ;  for  God  is  gone. 
O  !   Lord,  arife,  and  let  thy  beams  control 
Thofe  horrid  clouds,  that  prefs  my  frighted  foul : 
Save  the  poor  wanderer  from  eternal  night, 

Thou  that  art  the  God  of  Light. 
IL 

Downward  I  haften  to  my  dcllin'd  place  ; 
There  none  obtain  thy  aid,  or  fing  thy  praife. 

L  3  Soon 
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Soon  1  fhall  lie  in  death's  deep  ocean  drown'ii 
Is  mercy  there,  or  fweet  forgivenefs  found  ? 
O  fave  me  ytt,  whilft  on  the  brink  I  Hand  ; 
Rebuke  the  ftorm,  and  waft  my  foul  to  land. 
O  let  her  reft  beneath  thy  wing  fecure, 

Thou  that  art  the  God  of  Power. 
III. 

Behold  the  prodigal !  to  thee  I  come, 
To  hail  my  father,  and  to  feek  my  home. 
Nor  refuge  could  I  find,  nor  friend  abroad. 
Straying  in  vice,  and  deftitute  of  God. 
O  let  thy  terrors,  and  my  anguifh  end ! 
Be  thou  my  refuge  and  be  thou  my  friend  : 
Receive  the  fon  thou  didft  fo  long  reprove, 

Thou  that  art  the  God  of  Love. 


T   O     T   H    E 

Rev.  Dr.  F.  turner,  BISHOP  of  ELY, 

WHO  HAD  ADVISED  A  TRANSLATION  OF  PRUDENTIUS. 

T  F  poets,  ere  they  cloth'd  their  infant  thought, 
-*•  And  the  rude  work  to  juft  perfection  brought. 
Did  ft  ill  fome  god,  or  godlike  man  invoke, 
Whofe  mighty  name  their  facred  filence  broke : 
Your  goodnefs.  Sir,  will  eafily  excufe 
The  bold  requefts  of  an  afpiring  Mufe  ; 
Who,  with  your  bleffing,  would  your  aid  implore, 
And  in  her  vveaknefs  juftify  your  power.— 

From 
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From  your  fair  pattern  flie  would  flrive  to  Write, 
And  with  unequal  Ibength  purfue  your  fliglit ; 
Yet  hopes  fhe  ne'er  can  err  that  follows  you, 
Led  by  your  bleft  commands,  and  great  example  too. 

Then  fmiling  and  afpiring  influence  give, 
And  make  the  Mufc  and  her  endeavours  live  ; 
Claim  all  her  future  labours  as  your  due, 
Let  every  fong  begin  and  end  with  you  : 
So  to  the  bleft  retreat  fhe'll  gladly  go. 
Where  the  Saints*  palm  and  Mufes'  laurel  grow  ; 
WHicre  kindly  both  in  glad  embrace  fliall  join, 
And  round  your  brow  their  mingled  honours  tv»'ine  ; 
Both  to  the  virtue  due,  which  could  excel, 
As  much  in  writing,  as  in  living  well. — 
So  fhall  file  proudly  prefs  the  tuneful  ftring, 
And  mighty  things  in  mighty  numbers  fmg  ; 
Nor  doubt  to  ftrike  Prudentius'  daring  lyre. 
And  humbly  bring  the  verfe  which  you  infpire. 

A 
PASTORAL. 

TO    THE    BISHOP    OF    ELY,    ON    HIS   DEPARTURE   FROM 
CAMBRIDGE. 

D  A  M  O  N. 
^  I  ^ELL,  dea"  Alexis,  tell  thy  Damon,  why 

Doft  thou  in  mournful  (hades  obfcurely  lie  ? 
Why  doft  thou  figh,  why  ftrike  thy  panting  breall  ? 
And  fteal  from  life  the  needful  hours  of  reft  ? 

L  4  Arc 
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Are  thy  kids  ftarv'd  by  winter's  early  frofl  ? 

Are  any  of  thy  bleating  ftragglers  loft  ? 

Have  ftrangers'  cattle  trod  thy  new-plough'd  ground  ? 

Hars  great  Joanna,  or  her  greater  Tnepherd,  frown'd  ^ 

ALEXIS, 
See  my  kids  browze,  my  lambs  fecurely  play  : 
(Ah  !   were  their  mafter  unconcern'd  as  they  !) 
No  beads  (at  noon  I  lookM)  had  trod  my  ground ; 
Nor  has  Joanna,  or  her  fhepherd,  frown'd. 

D  A  M  O  N. 
Thep-  ftop  the  lavifli  fountain  of  your  eyes, 
Nor  let  thofe  fighs  from  your  fwoln  bofom  rife  ; 
Chafe  fadnefs,  friend,  and  folitude  away  ; 
And  once  again  rejoice,  and  once  again  look  gay, 

ALEXIS. 
•Say  what  can  more  our  tortur'd  fouls  annoy. 
Than  to  behold,  admire,  and  lofe  our  joy  ? 
Whofe  fate  more  hard  than  thofe  who  fadly  run, 
For  the  laft  glimpfe  of  the  departing  fun  ? 
Or  what  feverer  fentence  can  be  given. 
Than,  having  feen,  to  be  excluded  heaven  ? 

DAMON. 
None,  fhepherd,  none — 

ALEXIS. 

Then  ceafe  to  chide  my  cares  I 
And  rather  pity  than  reftrain  my  tears  ; 
Thofe  tears,  my  Damon,  which  I  juftly  fhed. 
To  think  how  great  my  joys ;  how  foon  they  fled. 

I  told 
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1  told  thee,  friend  (now  blcfs  the  fhepherd's  name. 

From  whofe  dear  care  the  kind  occafion  came), 

That  I,  even  1,  might  happily  receive 

The  facred  w^ealth,  which  Heaven  and  Daphnis  give  : 

That  I  might  fee  the  lovely  awful  fwain, 

Whofe  holy  crofier  guides  our  willing  plain  ; 

Whofe  pleafmg  power  and  ruling  goodnefs  keep 

Our  fouls  with  equal  care  as  we  our  flieep  ; 

Whofe  praife  excites  -each  lyre,  employs  each  tongue  : 

Whilll  only  he  who  caus'd,  diflikes  the  fong. 

To  this  great,  humble,  parting  man  I  gain'd 

Accefs,  and  happy  for  an  hour  I  reign'd  ; 

Happy  as  new-form'd  man  in  paradife. 

Ere  fm  debauchM  his  inoffenfive  blifs  ; 

Happy  as  heroes  after  battles  won, 

Prophets  entranc'd,  or  monarchs  on  the  throne  ; 

But  (oh,  my  friend  ! )  thofe  joys  with  Daphnis  flew  : 

To  them  thefe  tributaiy  tears  are  due. 

D  A  M  ON. 
Was  he  fo  humble  then  ?  thofe  joys  fo  vaft  ? 
Ceafe  to  admire  that  both  fo  quickly  paft. 
Too  happy  fhould  we  be,  would  fmiling  fate 
Render  one  blefling  durable  and  great ; 
But  (oh  the  fad  vicillitude  !)  how  foon 
Unwelcome  night  fucceeds  the  cheerful  noon  ; 
And  rigid  winter  nips  the  flowery  pomp  of  June  \ 
Then  grieve  not,  friend,  like  you,  fmce  all  mankind 
A  certain  change  of  joy  and  foiTow  find. 
Supprefs  your  figh,  your  down-call  eyelids  raife, 
Whom  prefent  you  revere,  him  abfent  praife. 

TO 
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TO     THE 


COUNTESS     OF    EXETER, 

PLAYING    ON    THE    LUTE. 

"T^THAT  charms  you  have,  from  what  high  race 

^  '         you  fprung, 
Have  been  the  pleafmg  fubjefts  of  my  fong  : 
Unficill'd  and  young,  yet  fomething  Hill  I  v^^rit, 
Of  Ca'ndifh*  beauty  join'd  to  Cecil's  wit. 
But  when  you  pleafe  to  fliew  the  labouring  Mufe, 
What  greater  theme  your  mufick  can  produce  ; 
My  babbling  praifes  I  repeat  no  more, 
But  hear,  rejoice,  ftand  filent,  and  adore. 

The  Perfians  thus,  firft  gazing  on  the  fun, 
Admlr'd  how  high  'tv/as  plac'd,  how  bright  it  fhone  : 
But,  as  his  power  was  known,  their  thoughts  were 

rais'd  ; 
And  foon  they  worfliip'd,  what  at  firil  they  prais'd. 

Eliza's  glory  lives  in  Spenfer's  fong  ; 
And  Cowley's  verfe  keeps  fair  Orinda  young. 
That  as  in  birth,  in  beauty  you  excel. 
The  Mufc  might  diftate,  and  the  Poet  tell : 
Your  art  no  other  art  can  fpeak  ;  and  you. 
To  fhew  how  well  you  play,  muil  play  anew  : 
Your  mufick's  power  your  mufick  mull  difclofe  ; 
For  what  light  Is,  'tis  only  light  that  fhows* 

Strange  force  of  harmony,  that  thus  controls 
Our  thoughts,  and  turns  and  fandiiies  our  fouls  : 

While 
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While  with  its  utmoft  art  your  fex  could  move 

Our  wonder  only,  or  at  beft  our  love  : 

You  far  above  both  thefe  your  God  did  place, 

That  your  high  power  might  worldly  thoughts  de«- 
ftroy; 
That  with  your  numbers  you  our  zeal  might  raife, 

And,  like  Himfelf,  communicate  your  joy. 
When  to  your  native  heaven  you  fliall  repair, 
And  with  your  prefence  crown  the  bleffings  there. 
Your  lute  may  wind  its  firings  but  little  higher. 
To  tune  their  notes  to  that  immortal  cuire. 
Your  art  is  perfed  here  ;  your  numbers  do,  "i 

More  than  our  books,  make  the  rude  Atheift  know  > 
That  there's  a  heaven  by  what  he  hears  below.         J 

As  in  fome  piece,  while  Luke  his  ilcill  expreft, 
A  cunning  angel  came,  and  drew  the  reft  : 
So  when  you  play,  fome  godhead  does  impart 
Harmonious  aid,  divinity  helps  art  ; 
Some  cherub  finifhes  what  you  begun, 
And  to  a  miracle  improves  a  tune. 

To  burning  Rome,  when  frantic  Nero  play'd, 
Viewing  that  face,  no  more  he  had  furvey*d 
The  raging  flames  ;  but,  ftruck  with  ftrange  furprlfe, 
Confefs'd  them  lefs  than  thofe  of  Anna's  eyes  : 
But,  had  he  heard  thy  lute,  he  foon  had  found 
His  rage  eluded,  and  his  crime  aton'd  : 
Thine,  like  Amphlon's  hand,  had  wak'd  the  ftone, 
And  from  deftruftlon  call'd  the  rlfmg  town : 
Malice  to  mufick  had  been  forc'd  to  yield  ; 
Nor  could  he  burn  fo  faft,  as  thou  could'll  build. 

ON 
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ON  A   PICTURE    OF    SENECA    DYING    IN   A  BATH; 
BY  JORDAIN: 

AT  THE  EARL  OF  EXETEr's,  AT  BURLEIGH-HOUSE. 

"^¥7  H  I  L  E  cruel  Nero  only  drains 

'  The  moral  Spaniard's  ebbing  veins. 

By  ftudy  worn,  and  flack  with  age, 
How  dull,  how  thoughtlefs,  is  his  rage  ! 
Heighten'd  revenge  would  he  have  took. 
He  fhould  have  burnt  his  tutor's  book ; 
And  long  have  reign'd  fupreme  in  vice  : 
One  nobler  v/retch  can  only  rife  ; 
'Tis  he  whofe  fury  fliall  deface 
The  ftoic's  image  in  this  piece  ; 
For  while  unhurt,  divine  Jordain, 
Thy  work  and  Seneca's  remain, 
He  ftill  has  body,  ftill  has  foul, 
And  lives  and  fpeaks,  rellor'd  and  whole. 

AN  ODE. 

I. 

WHILE  blooming  youth  and  gay  delight 
Sit  on  thy  rofy  cheeks  confeft, 
Thou  haft,  my  dear,  undoubted  right 
To  triumph  o'er  this  deftin'd  breail. 
My  reafon  bends  to  v»'hat  thy  eyes  ordain  ; 
For  I  was  born  to  love,  and  thou  to  reign. 

II.  But 
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II. 

But  would  you  meanly  thus  rely 

On  power  you  know  I  mufl  obey  ? 
Exert  a  legal  tyranny, 

And  do  an  ill,  becaufe  you  may  ? 
Still  mufl  I  thee,  as  atheifts  Heaven,  adore ; 
Not  fee  thy  mercy,  and  yet  dread  thy  power  ? 

III. 
Take  heed,  my  dear  :  youth  flies  apace  ; 

As  well  as  Cupid,  Time  is  blind  : 
Soon  mull  thofe  glories  of  thy  face 
The  fate  of  vulgar  beauty  find  : 
The  thoufand  Loves,  that  arm  thy  potent  eye. 
Mull  drop  their  quivers,  flag  their  wings,  and  die* 

IV. 

Then  wilt  thou  figh,  when  in  each  frown 

A  hateful  wrinkle  more  appears  ; 
And  putting  peevlfh  humours  on. 
Seems  but  the  fad  efPedl  of  years  : 
Kindnefs  Itfelf  too  weak  a  charm  will  prove 
To  raife  the  feeble  fires  of  aged  love. 

V. 

Forc'd  compliments,  and  formal  bows. 

Will  Ihew  thee  jufl  above  negledl : 
The  heat  with  which  thy  lover  glows^ 
Will  fettle  into  cold  refpeft  : 
A  talking  dull  platonic  I  fliall  turn  : 
Learn  to  be  civil,  when  I  ceafe  to  burn, 

VI.  The* 
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VI. 

Then  fliun  the  ill,  and  know,  my  dear, 

Kindnefs  and  conftancy  will  prove 
The  only  pillars,  fit  to  bear 

So  vaft  a  weight  as  that  of  love. 
If  thou  canft  wifh  to  make  my  flames  endure. 
Thine  muH  be  very  fierce,  and  very  pure. 

VII. 

Hafte,  Celia,  hafte,  while  youth  invites. 

Obey  kind  Cupid's  prefent  voice  ; 
Fill  every  fenfe  with  foft  delights. 
And  give  thy  foul  a  loofe  to  joys  : 
Let  millions  of  repeated  bliffes  prove 
That  thou  all  kindnefs  art,  and  I  all  love, 

VIII. 
Be  mine,  and  only  mine  ;  take  care 

Thy  looks,  thy  thoughts,  thy  dreams,  to  guide 
To  me  alone  ;  nor  come  fo  far. 
As  liking  any  youth  befide  : 
What  men  e'er  court  thee,  fly  them,  and  believe 
They're  ferpents  all,  and  thou  the  tempted  Eve. 

IX. 

So  fliall  I  court  thy  dearefl:  truth. 
When  beauty  ceafes  to  engage  ; 
So,  thinking  on  thy  charming  youth, 
ril  love  it  o'er  again  in  age  : 
So  time  itfelf  our  raptures  fhall  improve, 
While  Hill  we  wake  to  joy,  and  live  to  love. 

2  A  a 
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EPISTLE 

T    O 

FLEETWOOD    SHEPHARD,    E  S  Q^ 

X1I7'  HEN  crowding  folks,  witli  ftrange  ill  faces, 

▼  ▼      Were  making  legs,  and  begging  places, 
And  fome  with  patents,  fome  with  merit, 
Tir'd  out  my  good  lord  Dorfet's  fpirit : 
Sneaking  I  flood  amongft  the  crew, 
Defiring  much  to  fpeak  with  you. 
I  waited  while  the  clock  ftruck  thrice, 
And  footman  brought  out  fifty  lies  ; 
Till,  patience  vext,  and  legs  grown  w^ear)', 
I  thought  it  was  in  vain  to  tarry  : 
But  did  opine  it  might  be  better, 
By  penny-pofl  to  fend  a  letter ; 
Now,  if  you  mifs  of  this  cpiftle, 
I'm  baulk'd  again,  and  may  go  whiftle. 
My  bufinefs,  Sir,  you'll  quickly  guefs. 
Is  to  defire  fome  little  place  ; 
And  fair  pretenfions  I  have  for  't. 
Much  need,  and  veiy  fmall  defert. 
Whene'er  I  writ  to  you,  I  wanted ; 
I  always  begg'd,  you  always  granted. 
Now,  as  you  took  me  up  when  little, 
Gave  me  my  learning  and  my  vittle  ; 

AfkM 
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Aflc'd  for  me,  from  my  lord,  things  fitting. 
Kind  as  I  'ad  been  your  own  begetting ; 
Confirm  what  formerly  you've  given, 
Nor  leave  me  now  at  fix  and  feven, 
As  Sunderland  has  left  Mun  Stephen. 

No  family,  that  takes  a  whelp 
When  firft  he  laps,  and  fcarce  can  yelp, 
Neglefts  or  turns  him  out  of  gate 
When  he's  grown  up  to  dog's  ellate  : 
Nor  parifh,  if  they  once  adopt 
The  fpurious  brats  by  ftrollers  dropt, 
Leave  them,  when  grown  up  luily  fellows. 
To  the  wide  world,  that  is,  the  gallows : 
No,  thank  them  for  their  love,  that's  worfe. 
Than  if  they  'ad  throttled  them  at  nurfe. 

My  uncle,  reft  his  foul !   when  living, 
Might  have  contriv'd  me  ways  of  thriving  ; 
Taught  me  with  cyder  to  replenifli 
My  vats,  or  ebbing  tide  of  Rhenifh. 
So  when  for  hock  I  drew  prickt  white-wine, 
Swear  't  had  the  flavour,  and  was  right  wine. 
Or  fent  me  with  ten  pounds  to  Furni- 
val's  inn,  to  fome  good  rogue-attorney ; 
Where  now,  by  forging  deeds,  and  cheating, 
I  'ad  found  fome  handfome  ways  of  getting. 

All  this  you  made  me  quit,  to  follow 
That  fneaking  whey-fac'd  god  Apollo  j 
Sent  me  among  a  fiddling  crew 
Of  folks,  I  'ad  never  feen  nor  knew. 
Calliope,  and  God  knows  who. 

.        2 
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To  add  no  more  invedives  to  it, 

You  fpoiPd  the  youth,  to  make  a  poet. 

In  common  juftice,  Sir,  there's  no  man 

That  makes  the  whore,  but  keeps  the  woman. 

Among  all  honeft  Chriftian  people. 

Whoe'er  breaks  Hmbs,  maintains  the  cripple. 

The  fum  of  all  I  have  to  fay, 
Is,  that  you'd  put  me  in  fome  way ; 
And  your  petitioner  fliall  pray — 

There's  one  thing  more  I  had  almoft  flipt, 
But  that  may  do  as  well  in  poftfcript : 
My  friend  Charles  Montague's  preferr'd  ; 
Nor  would  I  have  it  long  obferv'd. 
That  one  moufe  eats,  while  t'other's  ftarv'd. 


ANOTHER 

EPISTLE 

TO    THE    SAME. 

SIR, 

Burleigh,  May  14,   16S9. 
A   S  once  a  twelvemonth  to  the  prieft, 
•^  ^   Holy  at  Rome,  here  antichriil. 
The  Spanifli  king  prefents  a  jennet. 
To  fhew  his  love  ; — that's  all  that's  in  it : 
For  if  his  holinefs  would  thump 
His  reverend  bum  'gainll  horfe's  rump. 

Vol.  XXXIL  M  He 
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He  might  b'  equipt  from  his  own  ftable 
With  one  more  white,  and  eke  more  able. 

Or  as,  with  gondolas  and  men,  his 
Good  excellence  the  Duke  of  Venice 
(I  wifh,  for  rhyme,  't  had  been  the  king) 
Sails  out,  and  gives  the  gulph  a  ring  ; 
Which  trick  of  flate,  he  wifely  maintains, 
Keeps  kindnefs  up  'twixt  old  acquaintance  ; 
For  elfe,  in  honeil  truth,  the  fea 
Has  much  lefs  need  of  gold  than  he. 

Or,  not  to  rove,  and  pump  one's  fancy 
For  popifli  fimiles  beyond  fea; 
As  folks  from  mud-wali'd  tenement 
Bring  landlords  pepper-corn  for  rent ; 
Prefent  a  turkey,  or  a  hen, 
To  thofe  might  better  fpare  them  ten  ; 
Ev'n  fo,  with  all  fubmiflion,  I 
(For  firft  men  inllance,  then  apply) 
Send  you  each  year  a  homely  letter. 
Who  may  return  me  much  a  better. 

Then  take  it,  Sir,  as  it  was  writ, 
To  pay  refpeft,  and  not  fliew  wit  z 
Nor  look  aflcew  at  what  it  faith ; 
There's  no  petition  in  it — 'faith. 

Here  fome  would  fcratch  their  heads,  and  try 
What  they  fliould  write,  and  how,  and  why  ; 
But  I  conceive,  fuch  folks  are  quite  ia 
Miftakes,  in  theory  of  writing. 
If  once  for  principle  'tis  laid, 
That  thought  is  trouble  to  the  head  ; 

I  argue 
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I  argue  thus :   the  world  agrees 

That  he  writes  well,  who  writes  with  eafe  : 

Then  he,  by  fequel  logical, 

Writes  beft,  who  never  thinks  at  all. 

Verfe  comes  from  heaven,  like  invrard  light ; 
Mere  human  pains  can  ne'er  come  by  't ; 
The  god,  not  we,  the  poem  makes ; 
We  only  tell  folks  what  he  fpeaks. 
Hence,  when  anatomifts  difcourfe, 
How  like  brutes'  organs  are  to  ours  ; 
They  grant,  if  higher  powers  think  fit, 
A  bear  might  foon  be  made  a  wit ; 
And  that,  for  any  thing  in  nature, 
Pigs  might  fqueak  love-odes,  dogs  bark  fatire. 

Memnon,  though  ftone,  was  counted  vocal  ; 
But  'twas  the  god,  meanwhile,  that  fpoke  all. 
Rome  oft  has  heard  a  crofs  haranguing. 
With  prompting  prieft  behind  the  hanging : 
The  wooden  liead  refolv'd  the  queftion  ; 
While  you  and  Pettis  help'd  the  jeft  on. 

Your  crabbed  rogues,  that  read  Lucretius, 
Are  againft  gods,  you  know  ;   and  teach  us. 
The  gods  make  not  the  poet ;  but 
The  thefis,  vice-verfa  put. 
Should  Hebrew-wife  be  underftood  ; 
And  means,  the  poet  makes  the  god. 

-/Egyptian  gardeners  thus  are  faid  to 
Have  fet  the  leeks  they  after  pray'd  to  : 
And  Romifli  bakers  praife  the  deity 
They  chipp'd  while  yet  in  its  paneity. 

M  2  That 
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That  when  you  poets  fvvear  and  cry. 
The  god  infpires  ;    I  rave,  I  die  ; 
If  invravd  wind  does  truly  fwcll  ye, 
'T  mult  be  the  coKck  in  your  belly  : 
That  writing  is  but  juft  like  dice, 
And  lucky  mains  make  people  wife  : 
That  jumbled  words,  if  fortune  throw  'em^ 
Shall,  well  as  Dryden,  form  a  poem  ; 
Or  make  a  fpeech,  correft  and  witty, 
As  you  know  who — at  the  committee^ 

So  atoms  dancing  round  the  center. 
They  urge,  made  all  things  at  a  venture. 

But,  granting  matters  fkould  be  fpoke 
By  method,  rather  than  by  luck  ; 
This  may  confine  their  younger  ilyles, 
Whom  Dryden  pedagogues  at  Will's  ;, 
But  never  could  be  meant  to  tye 
Authentic  wits,  like  you  and  I  : 
For  as  young  children,  v/ho  are  tied  in 
Go-carts,  to  keep  their  fteps  from  Aiding  ; 
Whem  members  knit,  and  legs  grow  ftronger. 
Make  ufe  of  fuch  machine  no  longer  ; 
But  leap  pro  iib'itu^  and  fcout 
On  horfe  calPd  hobby,  or  without ; 
So  when  at  fchool  we  firft  declaim. 
Old  Bufby  walks  us  in  a  theme, 
Whofe  props  fupport  our  infant  vein, 
And  help  the  rickets  in  the  brain  : 
But,  v/iien  our  fouls  their  force  dilate, 
^nd  thoughts  grow  up  to  wit's  ellate  i 

In 
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In  verfe  or  profe,  we  write  or  chat, 
Not  fixpence  matter  upon  wliat. 

'Tis  not  how  well  an  author  fays  ; 
But  'tis  how  much,  that  gathers  praife. 
Tonfon,  who  is  himfelf  a  wit, 
Counts  writers'  merits  by  the  fheet. 
Thus  each  fhould  down  with  all  he  thinks. 
As  boys  eat  bread,  to  fill  up  chinks. 

Kind  Sir,  I  fhould  be  glad  to  fee  you  ; 
I  hope  y'  are  well  ;   fo  God  be  wi'  you  ; 
Was  all  I  thought  at  firft  to  write  ; 
But  things  fince  then  are  alter'd  quite  ; 
Fancies  flow  in,  and  Mufe  flies  high  : 
So  God  knows  when  my  clack  will  lie  : 
I  mull,  Sir,  prattle  on,  as  afore. 
And  beg  your  pardon  yet  this  half-hour. 

So  at  pure  barn  of  loud  Non-con, 
Wliere  with  my  granam  I  have  gone, 
When  Lobb  had  fifted  all  his  text, 
And  I  well  hop'd  the  pudding  next ; 
^'  Now  to  apply,"  has  plagu'd  me  more 
Than  all  his  villain  cant  before. 

For  your  religion,  firfl:,  of  her 
Your  friends  do  favoury  things  aver  : 
They  fay,  flie's  honeil  as  your  claret. 
Not  four'd  with  cant,  nor  ftumm'd  with  merit ; 
Your  chamber  is  the  fole  retreat 
Of  chaplains  every  Sunday  night : 
Of  grace,  no  doubt,  a  certain  fign, 
When  lay-man  herds  with  man  divine ; 

M  3  For 
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For  if  their  fame  be  jullly  great, 
Wlio  would  no  popifli  nuncio  treat ;. 
That  his  is  greater ,^  we  muft  grant, 
Who  will  treat  nuncios  proteflant. 
One  fmgle  pofitive  weighs  nmore, 
You  know,  than  negatives  a  fcore* 

In  politics,  I  hear,  you're  ftanch, 
Direftly  bent  againft  the  French  ; 
Deny  to  have  your  free-born  toe 
Dragoon'd  into  a  wooden  fhoe  : 
Are  in  no  plots ;  but  fairly  drive  at 
The  public  welfare,  in  your  private  5 
And  will  for  England's  glory  tiy 
Turks,  Jews,  and  Jefuits,  to  defy. 
And  keep  your  places  till  you  die. 

For  me,  whom  wandering  fortune  threw 
From  what  I  lov'd,  the  town  and  you : 
Let  me  juft  tell  you  how  my  time  is 
Pall  in  a  countiy  life. — Imprimis, ' 
As  foon  as  Phcebus'  rays  infpecl  us, 
Firft,  Sir,  I  read,  and  then  I  breakfaft  j 
So  on,  till  forefaid  god  does  fet, 
I  fometimes  ftudy,  fometimes  eat. 
Thus,  of  your  heroes  and  brave  boys, 
With  whom  old  Homer  makes  fuch  noife, 
The  greatefl:  aftions  I  can  find, 
Are,  that  they  did  their  work,  and  dinM. 

The  books,  of  which  I'm  chiefly  fond, 
Are  fuch  as  you  have  whilom  conn'd ; 
a 


} 


Tliat 


} 
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That  treat  of  China's  civil  law, 

J^nd  fubjefts'  right  in  Golconda  ; 

Of  higliway-elephants  at  Ceylan, 

That  rob  in  clans,  like  men  o'  th'  Highland  ; 

Of  apes  that  ftorm,  or  keep  a  town. 

As  well  almoft  as  Count  Lauzun ; 

Of  unicorns  and  alligators, 

Elks,  mermaids,  mummies,  witches,  fatyrs, 

And  twenty  other  flranger  matters  ; 

Which,  though  they're  things  I've  no  concern  in. 

Make  all  our  grooms  admire  my  learning. 

Critics  I  read  on  other  men, 
And  hypers  upon  them  again  ; 
From  whofe  remarks  I  give  opinion 
On  twenty  books,  yet  ne'er  look  in  one. 

Then  all  your  wits  that  fleer  and  fham, 
Down  from  Don  Quixote  to  Tom  Tram  ; 
From  whom  i  jells  and  puns  purloin. 
And  flily  put  them  off  for  mine  : 
Fond  to  be  thought  a  country  wit : 
The  reft — when  fate  and  you  think  fit. 

Sometimes  I  climb  my  mare,  and  kick  her 
To  bottled  ale,  and  neighbouring  vicar ; 
Sometimes  at  Stamford  take  a  quart, 
Squire  Shephard's  health — With  all  my  heart. 

Thus,  without  much  delight  or  grief, 
I  fool  away  an  idle  Hfe  : 
Till  Shadwell  from  ibe  town  retires 
(Clioak'd  up  with  fame  and  fea-coal  fires), 

M  4  To 
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To  blefs  the  wood  with  peaceful  lyrick : 
Then  hey  for  praife  and  panegyrick  ; 
Juftice  reftor'd,  and  nations  freed, 
And  wreaths  round  William's  glorious  head. 


TO         THE 


COUNTESS      OF      DORSET. 


WRITTEN     IN     HER    MILTON, 


BY      MR.      BRADBURY. 


O  E  E  here  how  bright  the  firfl-born  virgin  fhonc^ 
*^  And  how  the  firft  fond  lover  was  undone. 
Such  charming  words,  our  beauteous  mother  fpoke. 
As  Milton  wrorte,  and  fiich  as  yours  her  look. 
Yours,  the  beil  copy  of  th'  original  face, 
Whofe  beauty  was  to  furnifh  all  the  race  : 
Such  chains  no  author  could  efcape  but  he ; 
There's  no  way  to  be  fafe,  but  not  to  fee* 


T   O 
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TO       THE 


LADY        DURSLEY. 

ON     THE     5AME     SUBJECT^ 

T  T  ERE  reading  how  fond  Adam  was  betray'd, 
-^  -^   And  how  by  fin  Eve's  blafted  charms  decay'd  ; 
Our  common  lofs  unjuftly  you  complain  ; 
So  fmall  that  part  of  it,  which  you  fuftain. 

You  ftill,  fair  mother,  in  your  offspring  trace 
The  llock  of  beauty  deftin'd  for  the  race  : 
Kind  nature,  forming  them,  the  pattern  took 
From  Heaven's  firft  work,  and  Eve's  original  look. 

You,  happy  faint,  the  ferpent's  power  control : 
Scarce  any  adual  guilt  defiles  your  foul : 
And  hell  does  o'er  that  mind  vain  triumph  boaft, 
Wliich  gains  a  Heaven,  for  earthly  Eden  loft. 

With  virtue  ftrong  as  yours  had  Eve  been  arm'd. 
In  vain  the  fruit  had  blufh'd,  or  ferpent  charm'd  ; 
Nor  had  our  blifs  by  penitence  been  bought  ; 
^or  had  frail  Adam  fall'n,  nor  Milton  wrote. 


T  O 
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TO         MY 

LORD        BUCK    HURST, 

VERY    YOUNG,    PLAYING    WITH    A    CAT. 

'Tp  H  E  amorous  youth,  whofe  tender  breall 
-■-     Was  by  his  darling  cat  poffeft, 
Obtain'd  of  Venus  his  defire, 
Howe'er  irregular  his  fire  : 
Nature  the  power  of  love  obey'd, 
The  cat  became  a  blufhing  maid  ; 
And,  on  the  happy  change,  the  boy 
Employ'd  his  wonder  and  his  joy. 

Take  care,  O  beauteous  child,  take  care. 
Left  thou  prefer  fo  rafh  a  prayer : 
Nor  vainly  hope,  the  queen  of  love 
Will  e'er  thy  favourite's  charms  improve* 
O  quickly  from  her  fhrine  retreat ; 
Or  tremble  for  thy  darling's  fate. 

The  queen  of  love,  who  foon  will  fee 
Her  own  Adonis  live  in  thee, 
Will  lightly  her  firft  lofs  deplore  ; 
Will  eafily  forgive  the  boar  : 
Her  eyes  with  tears  no  more  will  flow  ; 
With  jealous  rage  her  breaft  will  glow : 
And,  on  her  tabby  rival's  face, 
She  deep  will  mark  her  new  difgrace. 

A  N 
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AN  ODE. 

I. 

i^lIT  HILE  from  our  looks,  fair  nymph,  you  gucfs 

^  ^      The  fecret  paflions  of  our  mind  ; 
My  heavy  eyes,  you  fay,  confefs 
A  heart  to  love  and  grief  inclined. 
II. 
There  needs,  alas  !   but  little  art, 

To  have  this  fatal  fecret  found  ; 
With  the  fame  eafe  you  threw  the  dart, 
'Tis  certain  you  may  fliew  the  wound. 
III. 
How  can  I  fee  you,  and  not  love, 

While  you  as  opening  eaft  are  fair  ? 
While  cold  as  northern  blafts  you  prove. 
How  can  I  love,  and  not  defpair  ? 
IV. 
The  wretch  in  double  fetters  bound 
Your  potent  mercy  may  releafe  : 
Soon,  if  my  love  but  once  were  crownM,^ 
Fair  prophetefs,  my  grief  would  ceafe. 


I 


A        SONG. 

N  vain  you  tell  your  parting  lover. 
You  wifh  fair  winds  may  waft  him  over. 

.     Alas! 


172  P  R  I  O  R'S      POEMS. 

Alas  !    what  winds  can  happy  prove, 
That  bear  me  far  from  what  I  love  ? 
Alas  !  what  dangers  on  the  main 
Can  equal  thofe  that  I  fuftain, 
From  flighted  vows,  and  cold  difdain  ? 

Be  gentle,  and  in  pity  choofe 
To  wifh  the  wildeft  tempefts  loofe  : 
That,  thrown  again  upon  the  coafl 
Where  firft  my  fhipwreck'd  heart  was  loll, 
I  may  once  more  repeat  my  pain  ; 
Once  more  in  dying  notes  complain 
Of  flighted  vows,  and  cold  difdain. 


} 


} 


DESPAIRING    SHEPHERD. 

A    LEXIS   fhunn'd  his  fellow-fvvains, 
•  Their  rural  fports,  and  jocund  ftrains : 

(Heaven  guard  us  all  from  Cupid's  bow'!) 
He  loft  his  crook,  he  left  his  flocks  ; 
And,  wandering  through  the  lonely  rocks. 
He  nourifh'd  endlefs  woe. 

The  nymphs  and  fliepherds  round  him  came ; 
His  grief  fome  pity,  others  blame  ; 
The  fatal  caufe  all  kindly  feek : 


He 
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He  mingled  liis  concern  with  theirs  ; 
He  gave  them  back  their  friendly  tears  j 
He  figh'd,  but  would  not  fpeak. 

Clorinda  came  among  the  red  ; 
And  (lie  too  kind  concern  expreft. 

And  aflc'd  the  reafon  of  his  woe  : 
She  aflc'd,  but  with  an  air  and  mien, 
That  made  it  eafily  forefeen, 

She  fear'd  too  much  to  know. 

The  fhepherd  raisM  his  mournful  head  ; 
And  will  you  pardon  me,  he  faid, 

While  I  the  cruel  truth  reveal  ? 
Which  nothing  from  my  breaft  fhould  tear  j 
Which  never  fhould  offend  your  ear, 

But  that  you  bid  me  tell. 

'Tis  thus  I  rove,  'tis  thus  complain, 
Since  you  appear'd  upon  the  plain  ; 

You  are  the  caufe  of  all  my  care  ; 
Your  eyes  ten  thoufand  dangers  dart ; 
Ten  thoufand  torments  vex  my  heart  : 

I  love,  and  I  defpair. 

Too  much,  Alexis,  I  have  heard  : 
^Tis  what  I  thought ;   'tis  what  I  fear'd  f 
And  yet  I  pardon  you,  fhe  cried  ; 


174  P  R  I  O  R'S      POEM  S. 

But  you  fhall  promife  ne'er  again 
To  breathe  your  vows,  or  fpeak  your  pain  : 
He  bowM,  obey'd,  and  died. 


TO       THE 


HON.  CHARLES  MONTAGUE,  ESQ^ 


AFTERWARDS    EARL    OF    HALIFAX. 
I, 

TTOWE'ER,  'tis  weQ,  that  while  mankind 

Through  fate's  perverfe  meander  errs, 
He  can  imagin'd  pleafures  find. 
To  combat  againft  real  cares. 

II. 

Fancies  and  notions  he  purfues, 

Which  ne'er  had  being  but  In  thought : 

Each,  like  the  Grecian  artift,  woos 
The  image  he  himfelf  has  wrought, 

III. 

Againft  experiercc  he  believes  ; 

He  argues  againft  ^emonftration  ; 
Pleas'd,  when  his  reafon  he  deceives  ; 

And  fets  his  judgment  by  his  pafiion. 

IV.  The 
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IV. 

The  hoary  fool,  who  many  days 

Has  llruggled  with  continued  forrow. 
Renews  his  hope,  and  blindly  lays 

The  defperate  bett  upon  to-morrow. 

V. 

To-morrow  comes  ;  'tis  noon,  'tis  night ; 

This  day  like  all  the  former  flies  : 
Yet  on  he  runs,  to  feek  delight 

To-morrow,  till  to-night  he  dies. 

VI. 
Our  hopes,  like  towering  falcons,  aim 

At  objefts  in  an  airy  height : 
The  little  pleafure  of  the  game 

Is  from  afar  to  view  the  flight. 

VII. 

Our  anxious  pains  we,  all  the  day, 

In  fearch  of  what  we  like,  employ  : 
Scorning  at  night  the  worthlefs  prey, 

We  find  the  labour  gave  the  joy. 

VIII. 
At  difl:ance  through  an  artful  glafs 

To  the  mind's  eye  things  will  appear : 
They  lofe  their  forms,  and  make  a  mafs 

Confus'd  and  black,  if  brought  too  near. 

IX,  If 
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IX. 

If  we  fee  right,  we  fee  our  woes  : 

Then  what  avails  it  to  have  eyes  T 
prom  ignorance  our  comfort  flows  i 

The  only  wretched  are  the  wife* 

X. 

We  wearied  fhould  lie  down  in  death  : 
This  cheat  of  life  would  take  no  more,. 

If  you  thought  fame  but  empty  breath,.. 
I,  PhiUis  but  a  perjur'd  whore. 

VARIATIONS    IN    A    COPY,    PRINTED    1692^ 

OUR  hopes,  like  towering  falcons,  aim 

At  objedls  in  an  airy  height; 
But  all  the  pleafure  of  the  game 

Is  afar  off  to  view  the  flight. 

The  worthlefs  prey  but  only  {hews 

The  joy  conlifted  in  the  itrife  ;, 
Whate'er  we  take,  as  foon  we  lofe 

In  Homer's  riddle  and  in  life. 

So,  whilft  in  feverifh  fleeps  we  think. 

We  tafte  what  waking  we  defire, 
The  dream  is  better  than  the  drink, 

Which  only  feeds  the  fickly  fire. 

To  the  mind's  eye  things  well  appear, 

At  diftance  through  an  artful  glafs ; 
Bring  but  the  flattering  objedls  near, 

They're  all  a  fcnfelefs  gloomy  mafj. 


Seeing 
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Seeing  aright,  we  fee  our  woes  : 

Then  what  avails  it  to  have  eyes  ? 
From  ignorance  our  comfort  flows. 

The  only  wretched  are  the  wife. 

We  wearied  fhould  lie  down  in  death, 

This  cheat  of  life  would  take  no  more; 
If  you  thought  fame  but  (linking  breath, 

And  Phylliis  but  a  perjur'd  whore. 


AD  VIRUM  DOCTISSIMUM  DOMINUM    SAMUELEM    SHAV/, 

CUM   THESES   DE   ICTERO   PRO   GRADU   DOCTORIS 

DEFENDERET,  4  JUNII,    l6cj2. 

"PHQLBE  potensfcevis  morbis  vel  Isedere  gentes, 

''-        Lacfas  folerti  vel  relevare  manu, 

Afplce  tu  decus  hoc  noftrum,  placidufque  fatere 

Indomitus  quantum  profit  in  arte  labor  : 
Non  Iclerum  pofthac  pellemve  minaberis  orbi. 

Fortius  hie  juvenis  dum  medicamen  habet : 
Mitte  dehinc  iras,  et  nato  carmina  dona ; 

Negleflum  telum  dejice,  fume  lyram. 

TRANSLATION. 

BY       MR.       COOKE. 

/^  !  PHCEBUS,  deity,  whofe  powerful  hand 
^■^^    Can  fpread  difeafes  through  the  joyful  land. . 
Alike  all-powerful  to  reheve  the  pain, 
And  bid  the  groaning  nations  fmile  again  ; 
When  this  our  pride  you  fee,  confefs  you  find 
In  him  what  art  can  do  with  labour  joinM  ; 

Vol.  XXXII.  N  No 
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No  more  the  world  thy  direful  threats  fhall  fear, 
"W^hile  he,  the  youth,  our  remedy,  is  near  ; 
Supprefs  thy  rage  ;  with  verfe  thy  fon  infpire, 
The  dart  negkdled,  to  affume  the  lyre. 


ON      THE 

TAKING      OF      NAMUR. 

'T^HE  town  which  Louis  bought,  Naflau  re-claims, 
-^     And  brings  inftead  of  bribes  avenging  flames. 
Now,  Louis,  take  thy  titles  from  above, 
Boileau  fhall  fing,  and  we'll  believe  thee  Jove : 
Jove  gain'd  his  miftrefs  with  alluring  gold. 
But  Jove  like  thee  was  impotent  and  old  ! 
A6live  and  young  did  he  like  William  fland, 
He  'ad  ftunn'd  the  dame,  his  thunder  in  his  hand. 

ODE, 

IN    IMITATION    OF    HORACE,    3.    0  D.    II. 
WRITTEN      IN       1692. 

I. 

TTO  W  long,  deluded  Albion,  wilt  thou  lie 
In  the  lethargic  fleep,  the  fad  repofe, 

By  which  thy  clofe,  thy  conftant  enemy. 
Has  foftly  lullM  thee  to  thy  woes  ? 

Or  wake,  degenerate  ifle,  or  ceafe  to  own 

What  thy  old  kings  in  Gallic  camps  have  done ; 

The 
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The  fpoils  they  brought  thee  back,  the  crowns  they 

won  : 
Wilh'am   (fo  fate  requires)  again  Is  arm'd  ; 

Thy  father  to  the  lield  is  gone  : 
Again  Maria  weeps  her  abfent  lord, 
For  thy  rcpofe  content  to  rule  alone. 
Are  thy  enervate  fons  not  yet  alarm'd  ? 
When  William  fights,  dare  they  look  tamely  on, 
So  flow  to  get  their  ancient  fame  reflor'd. 
As  nor  to  melt  at  Beauty's  tears,  nor  follow  Valour'* 
fword  ? 

II. 
See  the  repenting  ifle  awakes, 
Her  vicious  chains  the  generous  goddefs  breaks  : 
The  fogs  around  her  temples  are  diipell'd  ; 
Abroad  fhe  looks,  and  fees  arm'd  Belgia  ftand 
Prepar'd  to  meet  their  common  Lord's  command  ; 
lier  lions  roaring  by  her  fide,  her  arrows  in  her  hand : 
And,  blufhing  to  have  been  fo  long  with-held, 
Weeps  off  her  crime,  and  hailens  to  the  field. 
Henceforth  her  youth  fliall  be  inur'd  to  bear 

Hazardous  toil  and  aftive  war  ; 
To  march  beneath  the  dog-liar's  raging  heat, 
Patient  of  fummer's  draught,  and  martial  fwcat ; 
And  only  grieve  in  winter's  camps  to  find 
Its  days  too  fliort  for  labours  tliey  defign'd  : 
All  night  beneath  hard  heavy  arms  to  watch  ; 
All  day  to  mount  the  trench,  to  ftorm  the  breach  ; 
And  all  the  rugged  paths  to  tread, 
\^Tiere  William  and  his  virtue  lead. 

N  2  III,  Silence 
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III. 

Silence  is  tlie  foul  of  war  ; 

Deliberate  counfel  muft  prepare 
The  mighty  work,  v/hich  valour  mufl  complete  : 
Thus  William  refcued,  thus  preferves  the  flate  ; 

Thus  teaches  us  to  think  and  dare. 
As  whilfl  his  cannon  jufl  prepar'd  to  breathe 

Avenging  anger  and  fwift  death, 
In  the  tried  metal  the  clofe  dangers  glow, 

And  now,  too  late,  the  dying  foe 
Perceives  the  flame,  yet  cannot  ward  the  blow  ; 
So  whilil  in  William's  breall  ripe  counfels  lie, 

Secret  and  fare  as  brooding  Fate, 

No  more  of  his  defign  appears. 

Than  what  awakens  Gallia's  fears  ; 
And  (though  Guilt's  eye  can  fliarply  penetrate) 

Diftrafted  Lewis  can  defcry 
Only  a  long  unmeafur'd  ruin  nigh. 

On  Norman  coails  and  banks  of  frighted  Seine 

Lo  !  the  impending  florms  begin  : 
Britannia  fafely  through  her  mailer's  fea 

Plows  up  her  vidlorious  way. 
The  French  Salmoneus  throws  his  bolts  in  vain, 
Whilil  the  true  Thunderer  afferts  the  main : 
'Tis  done  !  to  fh elves  and  rocks  his  fleets  retire, 

Swift  viftory  in  vengeful  flames 
Burns  down  the  pride  of  their  prefumptuous  names  ; 

They  run  to  fliip wreck  to  avoid  our  lire, 


And 
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And  the  torn  vefTels  that  res^ain  their  coafl 
Are  but  fad  marks  to  fliew  the  reft  are  loit ; 
All  this  the  mild,  the  beauteous,  Queen  has  done, 
And  William's  fofter-half  (hakes  Lewis'  throne  : 

Maria  does  the  fea  command 
Whilft  Gallia  flies  her  hufband's  arms  by  land. 
So,  the  Sun  abfent,  with  full  fway  the  Moon 
Governs  the  ifles,  and  rules  the  waves  alone : 
So  Juno  thunders  when  her  Jove  is  gone. 
lo  Britannia  !   loofe  thy  ocean's  chains, 
Whilft  Ruftel  ftrikes  the  blow  thy  queen  ordains  : 
Thus  refcued,  thus  rever'd,  for  ever  ftand, 
And  blefs  the  counfel,  and  reward  tlie  hand, 

lo  Britannia  !   thy  Maria  reigns. 
V. 
From  Mary's  conquefts,  and  the  refcued  main, 
Let  France  look  forth  to  Sambre's  armed  iliore. 
And  boaft  her  joy  for  WiUiam's  death  no  m.orc. 
He  lives  ;  let  France  confefs,  the  vi£lor  lives  : 
Her  triumphs  for  his  death  were  vain. 
And  fpoke  her  terror  of  his  life  too  plain. 
I'he  mighty  years  begin,  tlie  day  draws  nigh, 
In  which  that  one  of  Lev»'is'  many  waives, 
\Vho,    by  the  baleful  force  of  guilty  charms, 
Has  long  enthrall'd  him  ia  her  wither'd  arms. 
Shall  o'er  the  plains,  from  diftant  towers  on  high, 

Caft  around  her  mournful  eye, 

And  with  prophetic  forrow  cry  : 
**  Why  does  my  ruin'd  lord  retard  his  flight  ? 
Why  does  dcfpair  provoke  his  age  to  fight  ? 

N   X  As 
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As  well  the  wolf  may  venture  to  engage 

The  d.ngry  lion^s  generous  rage  ; 

The  ravenous  vulture,  and  the  bird  of  night. 

As  fafely  tempt  the  ilooping  eagle's  flight  ; 

As  Lewis  to  unequal  arms  defy 

Yon*  hero,  crown'd  with  blooming  victory, 

Jull  triumphing  o'er  rebel-rage  reftrain'd, 

And  yet  unbreatli'd  from  battles  gain'd. 
See  !   all  yon'  dufry  field's  quite  cover'd  o'er 
With  hoftile  troops,  and  Orange  at  their  head  ; 

Orange,  deftin'd  to  complete 

The  great  defigns  of  labouring  Fate  ; 
Orange,  the  name  that  tyrants  dread : 
He  comes  ;  our  ruin'd  empire  is  no  more  ; 
Down,  like  the  Perfian,  goes  the  Gallic  throne  ; 
Darius  flies,  young  Amnion  urges  on." 

VI. 
Now  from  the  dubious  battle's  mingled  heat. 
Let  Fear  look  back,  and  ftretch  her  hally  wing. 
Impatient  to  fecure  a  bafc  retreat  : 
Let  the  pale  coward  leave  his  wounded  king. 

For  the  vile  privilege  to  breathe, 
To  live  with  fhame  in  dread  of  glorious  death  ! 
In  vain  :  for  Fate  has  fwifter  wings  than  Fear, 
She  follows  hard,  and  itrikes  him  in  the  rear ; 
Dying  and  mad  the  traitor  bites  the  ground, 
His  back  transfix'd  with  a  difhonefl:  wound ; 
Whilft  through  the  fiercefl:  troops,  and  thickeft  prefs. 
Virtue  carries  on  fuccefs  j 

Whim 
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WHilIft  equal  Heaven  guards  the  diftinguifh'd  brave. 
And  armies  cannot  hurt  whom  angels  fave. 

VII. 
Virtue  to  verfe  immortal  luflre  gives, 
Each  by  the  other's  mutual  friendfhip  lives ; 
iEneas  fufFer'd,  and  Achilles  fought, 
The  Heroes  afts  enlarg'd  the  Poet's  thought. 
Or  Virgil's  majefiy,  and  Homer's  rage. 
Had  ne'er  like  lailing  nature  vanquifli'd  age. 
Whilft  Lewis  then  his  riling  terror  drowns 

V/ith  drums'  alarms,  and  trumpets'  founds, 
V/hilfl,  hid  in  arm'd  retreats  and  guarded  towns, 

From  danger  as  from  honour  far, 
He  bribes  clofe  murder  againft  open  war  : 

In  vain  you  Gallic  Mufes  ftrlve 
With  labour'd  verfe  to  keep  his  fame  alive  : 
Your  mouldering  monuments  in  vain  ye  ralfe 
On  the  weak  bafis  of  the  tyrant's  praife  : 
Your  fongs  are  fold,  your  numbers  are  profane, 

'Tis  incenfe  to  an  idol  given, 

Meat  ofFer'd  to  Prometheus'  man 

That  had  no  foul  from  Heaven. 
Againft  his  will,  you  chain  your  frighted  king" 

On  rapid  Rhine's  divided  bed  ; 

And  mock  your  hero,  whilft  ye  fing 

The  wounds  for  which  he  never  bled  ; 
Falfehood  does  poifon  on  your  praife  diflfufe, 
And  Lewis'  fear  jrives  death  to  Bollcau's  Mufe. 
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VIII. 

On  its  own  worth  true  majefly  is  rear'd, 

And  Virtue  is  her  own  reward  ; 
With  folid  beams  and  native  glory  bright, 
She  neither  darknefs  dreads,  nor  covets  h'ght ; 
True  to  herfelf,  and  lix'd  to  inborn  laws, 
Nor  funk  by  fpite,  not  lifted  by  applaufe, 
^!he  from  her 'fettled  orb  looks  calmly  down, 
On  life  or  death,  a  prifon  or  a  crown. 
When  bound  in  double  chains  poor  Belgia  lay. 
To  foreign  arms  and  inward  Rrife  a  prey, 
Whiifl  one  good  man  buoy'd  up  her  fmking  (late. 
And  Virtue  labour'd  againfl  Fate  ; 
When  Fortune  bafely  with  Ambition  joinM, 
And  all  was  conquer'd  but  the  Patriot's  mind  ; 

VvT'hen  ftorms  Jet  loofe,  and  raging  feas, 
Juft  ready  the  torn  vefTel  to  o'er  whelm, 
Forc'd  not  the  faithful  pilot  from  his  helm, 
Nor  all  the  Syren  fongs  of  future  peace. 
And  dazzling  profpe6l  of  a  promis'd  crown, 

Could  hire  his  ftubborn  virtue  down  ; 
IBut  againft  charms,  and  threats,  and  hcll,  he  flood. 

To  that  which  was  fevercly  good ; 
Then,  had  no  trophies  juftified  his  fame, 
No  Poet  bleft  his  fong  with  Kaffau's  name, 
Virtue  alone  did  all  that  honour  bring. 
And  Heaven  as  plainly  pointed  out  The  King, 

As  when  he  at  the  altar  ftood 

In  all  his  types  and  robes  of  power, 

Whilll 
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Whllfl  at  his  feet  religious  Britain  bovv'd, 
And  own'd  him  next  to  what  we  there  adore. 

IX. 
Say,  joyful  Maefe,  and  Boyne's  viAorious  flood, 
(For  each  has  mixt  his  waves  with  royal  blood) 
When  William's  armies  paft,  did  he  retire, 
Or  view  from  far  the  battle's  diftant  fire  ? 
Could  he  believe  his  perfon  was  too  dear  ? 
Or  ufe  his  greatnefs  to  conceal  his  fear  ? 
Could  prayers  or  fighs  the  dauntlefs  hero  move  ? 
Arm'd  with  Heaven's  juilice,  and  his  people's  love, 
Through  the  firfl:  waves  he  wing'd  liis  venturous  v/ay. 

And  on  the  adverfe  fliore  arofe, 
(Ten  thoufand  flying  deaths  in  vain  oppofe). 

Like  the  great  ruler  of  the  day, 
With  ftrcngth  and  fwiftnefs  mounting  from  the  Tea ; 
Like  him  all  day  he  toil'd  ;  but  long  in  night 
The  god  has  eas'd  his  wearied  light. 
Ere  vengeance  left  the  ftubborn  foes, 
Or  William's  labours  found  repofe  ! 
When  his  troops  faulter'd,  ftept  not  he  between  ? 
Refl:or'd  the  dubious  fight  again, 
Mark'd  out  the  coward  that  duril  fly, 
And  led  the  fainting  brave  to  Victory  ? 
Still  as  file  fled  him,  did  he  not  o'ertake 
Her  doubtful  courfe,  ftill  brought  her  bleeding  back  ? 
By  his  keen  fword  did  not  the  boldeft  fall  ? 
Was  he  not  king,  commander,  foldier,  all  ? — 
His  dangers  fuch  as,  with  becoming  dread, 
His  fubjeds  yet  unborn  fliall  weep  to  read  : 

And 
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And  were  not  thofe  the  only  days  that  e'er 

The  pious  prince  refus'd  to  hear 
His  friends'  advices,  or  his  fubjedts'  prayer  ? 

X. 
AVhere'er  old  Rhine  his  fruitful  water  turns. 
Or  fills  his  vafTals'  tributary  urns  ; 
To  Belgia's  fav'd  dominions,  and  the  fea, 
Whofe  righted  waves  rejoice  in  Wilham's  fway  ; 
Is  there  a  town  where  children  are  not  taught. 
Here  Holland  profper'd,  for  here  Orange  fought ; 
Through  rapid  waters,  and  through  flying  fire, 
Here  rufli'd  the  prince,  here  made  whole  France  retire  ? 
By  different  nations  be  his  valour  bleft, 

In  different  languages  confell ; 

And  then  let  Shannon  fpeak  the  reft : 
Let  Shannon  fpeak,  how  on  her  wondering  fhore, 
When  Conqueft  hovering  on  his  arms  did  wait. 
And  only  aflc'd  fome  lives  to  bribe  her  o'er ; 
The  god-like  man,  the  more  than  conqueror. 
With  high  contempt  fent  back  the  fpecious  bait ; 
And,  fcorning  glory  at  a  price  too  great, 
With  fo  much  power,  fuch  piety  did  join, 

As  made  a  perfefh  virtue  foar 

A  pitch  unknown  to  man  before  ; 
And  lifted  Shannon's  waves  o'er  thofe  of  Boyne. 
XI. 

Nor  do  his  fubjefts  only  fhare 
The  profperous  fruits  of  his  indulgent  reign  ; 
His  enemies  approve  the  pious  war. 
Which,  with  their  weapon,  takes  away  their  chain. 

More 
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ISIore  than  his  fword  his  goodnefs  flrlkes  his  foes  ; 

They  blefs  his  aims,  and  figh  they  muft  oppofe. 

Jullice  and  freedom  on  his  conquefts  wait ; 

And  'tis  for  man's  deliglit  that  he  is  great  : 

Succeeding  times  fhall  with  long  joy  contend. 

If  he  Were  more  a  victor,  or  a  friend  : 

So  much  his  courage  and  his  mercy  ftrive, 

He  wounds,  to  cure  ;  and  conquers,  to  forgive. 

XII. 
Ye  heroes,  that  have  fought  your  countr)-'s  caufc, 
Redrefs'd  her  injuries,  or  form'd  her  laws, 
To  my  adventurous  fong  juft  witnefs  bear, 
Affifl  the  pious  Mufe,  and  hear  her  fwear  ; 
That  'tis  no  Poet's  tliought,  no  flight  of  youth, 

But  foHd  ftory,  and  feverell  truth. 
That  Vv^illiam  treafures  up  a  greater  name, 
Than  any  country,  any  age,  can  boaft  : 

And  all  that  ancient  llock  of  fame 

He  did  from  his  fore-fathers  take, 
He  has  improv'd,  and  gives  with  interefl  back  ; 
And  in  his  conftellation  does  unite 
Their  fcatter'd  rays  of  fainter  light  : 
Above  or  Envy's  lafli,  or  Fortune's  wheel 

That  fettled  glory  fhall  for  ever  dwell : 
Above  the  rolling  orbs,  and  common  fl-cy. 

Where  nothing  comes  that  e'er  fhall  die. 
XIII. 
Where  roves  the  Mufe  ?  Where,  thoughtlefs  to  return. 

Is  her  fhort-liv'd  vefTel  borne. 
By  potent  winds  too  fubjetl  to  be  tofl, 
And  in  the  fea  of  William's  praifes  loll  ? 

Nor 
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Nor  let  her  tempt  that  deep,  nor  make  the  fliore. 

Where  our  abandon'd  youth  fhe  fees, 
Shipwreck'd  in  kixury,  and  loft  in  eafe  ; 
Whom  nor  Britannia's  danger  can  alarm, 

Nor  William's  exemplary  virtue  warm  : 
Tell  them,  howe'er,  the  king  can  yet  forgive 
Their  guilty  floth,  their  homage  yet  receive. 

And  let  their  wounded  honour  live  : 
But  fure  and  fudden  be  their  juft  remorfe  ; 
Swift  be  their  virtue's  rife,  and  ftrong  its  courfe  ; 
For  though  for  certain  years  and  deftin'd  times. 

Merit  has  lain  confus'd  with  crimes  ; 
Though  Jove  feem'd  negligent  of  human  cares. 
Nor  fcourg'd  our  follies,  nor  return'd  our  prayers. 
His  juftice  now  demands  the  equal  fcales, 
Sedition  is  fupprefs'd,  and  truth  prevails : 
Fate  its  great  ends  by  flow  degrees  attains. 
And  Europe  is  rcdeem'd,  and  William  reigns. 

HYMN       TO       THE       SUN. 

SET    BY    DR.    H.    P  U  R  C  E  L  L, 

AND  INTENDED    TO    BE    SUNG    BEFORE    THEIR   MAJES-* 
TIES    ON     new-year's    DAV,     1 693-4. 

I. 

T     IGHT  of  the  world,  and  ruler  of  the  year, 

-'-^  "With  happy  fpeed  begin  thy  great  career  ; 

And,  as  thou  doll  thy  radiant  journles  run, 

Through  every  dillant  climate  own 
'  '  That 
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That  in  fair  Albion  thou  haft  fcen 
The  greateft  prince,  the  brighteft  queen, 
That  ever  fav'd  a  land,  or  bleft  a  throne, 
Since  firft  thy  beams  were  fpread,  or  genial  power  wai 
known. 

II. 
So  may  thy  godhead  be  confeft. 
So  the  returning  year  be  bleft, 
As  his  infant  months  beftow 
Springing  wreaths  for  William's  brow  ; 
As  his  fummer's  youth  ftiall  ftied 
Kternal  fweets  around  Maria's  head. 
From  the  bleflings  they  beftow. 

Our  times  are  dated,  and  our  seras  move  : 
They  govern  and  enlighten  all  below, 
As  thou  doft  all  above. 
III. 
Let  our  hero  in  the  war 
Aftive  and  fierce,  like  thee,  appear : 
Like  thee,  great  fon  of  Jove,  like  thee 
When,  clad  in  rifing  majefty. 
Thou  marcheft  down  o'er  Delos'  hill  confeft. 
With  all  thy  arrows  arm'd,  in  all  thy  glory  dreft* 
Like  thee,  the  hero  does  his  arms  employ. 

The  raging  Python  to  deftroy, 
And  give  the  injur'd  nations  peace  and  joy. 

IV. 
From  faireft  years,  and  time's  more  happy  ftores, 

Gather  all  the  fmilinaj  hours ; 

Such 
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Such  as  with  friendly  care  have  guarded 

Patriots  and  kings  in  rightful  wars ; 
Such  as  with  conqueft  have  rewarded 

Triumphant  victors'  happy  cares  ; 
Such  as  ftory  has  recorded 
Sacred  to  NafTau's  long  renown, 
For  countries  fav'd,  and  battles  won. 

V. 
March  them  again  in  fair  array, 
And  bid  them  form  the  happy  day, 
The  happy  day  defign'd  to  wait 
On  William's  fame,  and  Europe's  fate. 

Let  the  happy  day  be  crown'd 
With  great  event,  and  fair  fuccefs  ; 

No  brighter  in  the  year  be  found, 
But  that  which  brings  the  vi6lor  home  in  peace, 
VI. 
Again  thy  godhead  we  implore. 
Great  in  wifdom  as  in  power  ; 
Again,  for  good  Maria's  fake,  and  ours, 

Choofe  out  other  fmihng  hours  ; 
Such  as  with  joyous  wings  have  fled. 

When  happy  counfels  were  advifing ; 
Such  as  have  lucky  omens  (hed 

O'er  forming  laws,  and  empires  rlfmg ; 
Such  as  many  courfes  ran. 
Hand  in  hand  a  goodly  train, 
To  blefs  the  great  Eliza's  reign  ; 
And  in  the  typic  glory  fhow 
What  fuller  blifs  Maria  fhall  bellow. 

2  VII.  A« 
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VII. 

As  the  folemn  hours  advance, 
Mingled  fend  into  the  dance 
Many  fraught  with  all  the  treafures, 

Which  thy  eaftern  travel  views  ; 
Many  wingM  with  all  the  pleafures, 
Man  can  afl<,  or  Heaven  diffufe  : 
That  great  Maria  all  thofe  joys  may  know, 
Which,  from  her  cares,  upon  her  fubjects  flow. 

VIII. 
For  thy  own  glory  fing  our  fovereign's  praifc, 
God  of  verfes  and  of  days  : 
Let  all  thy  tuneful  fons  adorn 

Their  lading  work  with  William's  name  ; 
Let  chofen  Mufes  yet  unborn 
Take  great  Maria  for  their  future  theme  : 
Eternal  ftruftures  let  them  raife 
On  William's  and  Maria's  praife  ; 
Nor  want  new  fubjed  for  the  fong. 

Nor  fear  they  can  exhauft  the  llore, 
Till  nature's  mufick  lies  unftrung  ; 
Till  thou,  great  god,  fhalt  lofe  thy  double  power. 
And  touch  thy  lyre,  and  fhoot  thy  beams  no  more. 
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LADY'S   LOOKING-GLASS. 

IN   IMITATION    OF  A   GREEK   IDYLLIUM. 

CELI A  and  I  the  other  day 
Walk'd  o'er  the  fand-hills  to  the  fea: 
The  fetting  fun  adorn'd  the  coaft, 
His  beams  intire,  his  fiercenefs  loft  r 
And,  on  the  furface  of  the  deep, 
The  winds  lay  only  not  afleep  : 
The  nymph  did  like  the  fcene  appear,. 
Serenely  pleafant,  calmly  fair  : 
Soft  fell  her  words,  as  flew  the  air. 
With  fecret  joy  I  heard  her  fay. 
That  fhe  would  never  mifs  one  day 
A  walk  fo  fine,  a  fight  fo  gay. 

But,  oh  the  change  .'   the  winds  grow  high  ; 
Impending  tempefts  charge  the  flcy  ; 
The  lightning  flies,  the  thunder  roars  ; 
•  And  big  waves  lafh  the  frighten'd  fhores. 
Struck  with  the  horror  of  the  fight. 
She  turns  her  head,  and  wings  her  flight ; 
And,  trembling,  vows  flie'll  ne'er  again 
Approach  the  fhore,  or  view  the  main. 

Once  more  at  leaft  look  back,  faid  I, 
Thyfelf  in  that  large  glafs  defcry : 

When 
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When  thou  art  in  good-humour  drefl ; 
When  gentle  reafon  rules  thy  bread  ; 
The  fun  upon  the  calmell  fea 
Appears  not  half  fo  bright  as  thee  : 
'Tis  then  that  with  delight  I  rove 
Upon  the  boundlefs  depth  of  love  : 
I  blefs  my  chain  ;   I  hand  my  oar  ; 
Nor  think  on  all  I  left  on  fhore. 

But  when  vain  doubt  and  groundlefs  fear 
Do  that  dear  foolifli  bofom  tear  ; 
When  the  big  lip  and  watery  eye 
Tell  me,  the  rifing  llorm  is  nigh  ; 
'Tis  then,  thou  art  yon'  angry  main,      . 
Deform'd  by  winds,  and  dafli'd  by  rain  ; 
And  the  poor  failor,  that  mud  try 
Its  fury,  labours  lefs  than  L 

Shipwreck'd,  in  vain  to  land  I  make. 
While  Love  and  Fate  ftill  drive  me  back : 
Forc'd  to  doat  on  thee  thy  own  way, 
I  chide  thee  fiift,  and  then  obey. 
Wretched  when  from  thee,  vex*d  when  nigh^ 
I  with  thee,  or  without  thee,  die. 


Vol.  XXX IL  O  LOVE 


I    194   I 

LOVE     AND     FRIENDSHIP: 
A        PASTORAL. 

BY     MRS.    ELIZABETH     SINGER,    AFTERWARDS     ROWE. 

AM  AR  YLLIS. 
"^X/  HILE  from  the  fkies  the  ruddy  fun  defcend?, 

^  ^     And  rifmg  night  the  evening  (hade  extends  j 
While  pearly  dews  o'erfpread  the  fruitful  fields 
And  clofmg  flowers  reviving  odours  yield  : 
Let  us,  beneath  thefe  fpreading  trees,  recite 
V/hat  from  our  hearts  our  Mufes  may  indite. 
Nor  need  we,  in  this  clofe  retirement,  fear, 
Left  any  fwain  our  amorous  fecirets  hear, 
SYLVIA. 
To  every  fiiepherd  I  v/ould   mine  proclaim  ; 
Since  fair  Aminta  is  my  fofteft  theme  : 
A  ftranger  to  the  loofe  delights  of  love, 
My  thoughts  the  nobler  warmth  of  friendfhip  prove  : 
And,  v/hile  its  pure  and  facred  fire  I  fing, 
Challe  goddefs  of  the  groves,  thy  fuccour  bring. 

AM  AR  YLL  I  S. 
Propitious  god  of  love,  my  breaft  infpire 
With  all  thy  charms,  with  all  thy  pleafing  fire ; 
Propitious  god  of  love,  thy  fuccour  bring, 
Whilfl  I  thy  darling,  thy  Alexis  fing  ; 
Alexis,  as  the  opening  bloflbms  fair. 
Lovely  as  light,  and  fofi  as  yielding  air. 

For 
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For  him  each  virgin  fighs  ;  and  on  the  plains 
The  happy  youth  above  each  rival  reigns. 
Nor  to  the  echoing  groves,  and  whlfpcrlng  fpring, 
In  fweeter  ftrains  does  artful  Conon  fnig  ; 
When  loud  applaufes  fill  the  crowded  groves, 
And  Phoebus  the  fuperior  fong  approves. 

SYLVIA. 

Beauteous  Aminta  Is  as  early  light, 
Breaking  the  melancholy  fhades  of  night* 
When  file  is  near,  all  anxious  trouble  flies, 
And  our  reviving  hearts  confefs  her  eyes. 
Young  love,  and  blooming  joy,  and  gay  defires. 
In  every  breaft  the  beauteous  nymph  Infplres  ; 
And  on  the  plain  when  fhe  no  more  appears, 
The  plain  a  dark  and  gloomy  profpe6l  wears. 
In  vain  the  ilreams  roll  on  ;  the  eaftern  breeze 
Dances  in  vain  among  the  trembling  trees : 
In  vain  the  birds  begin  their  evening  fong, 
And  to  the  filent  night  their  notes  prolong  : 
Nor  groves,  nor  ciyllal  flreams,  nor  verdant  field. 
Does  wonted  pleafure  in  her  abfence  yield. 

AMARYLLIS. 

And,  In  his  abfence,  all  the  penfive  day 
In  fome  obfcure  retreat  I  lonely  llray  ; 
All  day  to  the  repeating  caves  complain, 
I  n  mournful  accents,  and  a  dying  ftrain  ; 
Dear  lovely  youth,  I  cry  to  all  around  ; 
Dear  lovely  youth,  the  flattering  vales  refound, 
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SYLVIA. 
On  flowery  banks,  by  every  murmuring  ftream, 
Aminta  is  my  Mufe's  fofteft  theme  ; 
'Tis  fhe  that  does  my  artful  notes  refine  : 
With  fair  Aminta's  name  my  nobleft  verfe  fhall  fhine. 

AMARYLLIS. 
I'll  twine  frefh  garlands  for  Alexis'  brows. 
And  confecrate  to  him  eternal  vows  : 
The  charming  youth  fhall  my  Apollo  prove  ; 
He  fhall  adorn  my  fongs,  and  tune  my  voice  to  love. 


T  o    T  H  E 
AUTHOR  OF  THE   FOREGOING  PASTORAL. 

Y  Sylvia  if  thy  charming  felf  be  meant ; 
If  Friendfliip  be  thy  virgin  vows  extent : 
Oh  !  let  me  in  Aminta's  praifes  join  : 
Her's  my  efleem  fliall  be,  my  paflion  thine. 
When  for  thy  head  the  garland  I  prepare, 
A  fecond  wreath  fhall  bind  Aminta's  hair  ; 
And,  when  my  choicefl  fongs  thy  worth  proclaim^ 
^Vlternate  verfe  fhall  blefs  Aminta's  name  ; 
My  heart  fhall  own  the  juftice  of  her  caufe. 
And  Love  himfelf  fubmit  to  Friendfhip's  laws. 
But  if,  beneath  thy  numbers'  foft  difguife,  . 
Some  favoured  fwain,  fome  true  Alexis  lies ; 
If  AmarylHs  breathes  thy  fecret  pains. 
And  thy  fond  heart  beats  meafure  to  thy  flrains ; 

May^fl 
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May 'ft  thou,  however  I  grieve,  for  ever  find 
The  flame  pre  pitioiis,  and  the  lover  kind  ! 
May  Venus  long  exert  her  happy  power. 
And  make  thy  beauty,  like  thy  verfe,  endure  ! 
May  every  god  his  friendly  aid  afford. 
Pan  guard  thy  flock,  and  Ceres  blcfs  thy  board  ! 

But,  if  by  chance  the  feries  of  thy  joys 
Permit  one  thought  lefs  cheerful  to  arife, 
Piteous  transfer  it  to  the  mournful  fwain. 
Who,  loving  much,  who,  not  belov'd  again. 
Feels  an  ill-fated  pafiion's  laft  excefs. 
And  dies  in  woe,  that  thou  may'ft  live  in  peace. 

T    O       A 

L  A  D  Y: 

SHE    REFUSING    TO    CONTINUE   A   DISPUTE    V/ITH    MEj 
AND   LEAVING   ME   IN   THE   ARGUMENT. 

AN  ODE. 

I. 
C"  PARE,  generous  vicilor,  fpare  the  flave, 
^  Who  did  unequal  war  purfue  ; 
That  more  than  triumph  he  might  have. 
In  being  overcome  by  you. 
II. 
In  the  difpute  whate'er  I  faid. 

My  heart  was  by  my  tongue  belied  ; 
A  nd  in  my  looks  you  might  have  read 
How  much  I  argued  on  your  fide. 

O  3  III.  You, 
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III. 
You,  far  from  danger  as  from  fear. 

Might  have  fuftainM  an  open  fight : 
For  feldom  your  opinions  err  ; 
Your  eyes  are  always  in  the  right. 
IV. 
Why,  fair  one,  would  you  not  rely 

On  Reafon's  force  with  Beauty's  join'd  ? 
Could  I  their  prevalence  deny, 
I  muft  at  once  be  deaf  and  blind. 

V. 

Alas    not  hoping  to  fubdue, 
I  only  to  the  fight  afpir'd  : 
To  keep  the  beauteous  foe  in  view- 
Was  all  the  glory  I  defir'd. 
VI. 
But  file,  however  of  victory  fure. 

Contemns  the  wreath  too  long  delay'd  i 
And,  arm'd  with  more  immediate  power. 
Calls  cruel  filence  to  her  aid. 
VII. 
Deeper  to  wound,  fhe  fhuns  the  fight ; 

She  drops  her  arms,  to  gain  the  field ; 
Secures  her  conquell  by  her  flight ; 

And  triumphs,  when  fhe  feems  to  yield. 
VIII. 
"So,  when  the  Parthian  turn'd  his  fteed. 
And  from  the  hoflile  camp  withdrew, 
-    With  cruel  flcill  the  backward  reed 
He  fent ;  and,  as  he  fled,  he  flew. 

SEE- 


} 
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SEEING  THE  DUKE  OF  ORMOKD'S  PICTURE  AT 
SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER'S. 

/^UT  from  the  injiir'd  canvas,  Kneller,  ftrike 
^"'^  Thcfe  lines  too  faint :  the  pitlure  is  not  like. 
Exalt  thy  thought,  and  try  thy  toil  again  : 
Dreadful  in  arms,  on  Landen's  glorious  plain 
Place  Ormond's  duke  ;  impendent  in  the  air 
Let  his  keen  fabre,  comet-like,  appear, 
Where'er  it  points,  denouncing  death  ;  below 
Draw  routed  fquadrons,  and  the  numerous  foe. 
Falling  beneath,  or  flying  from  his  blow  : 
Till,  weak  with  wounds,  and  cover'd  o'er  with  blood, 
Which  from  the  Patriot's  breaft  in  torrents  flow'd. 
He  faints  ;  his  fteed  no  longer  feels  the  rein  ; 
But  Humbles  o'er  the  heap,  his  hand  had  flain. 
And  now  exhaufted,  bleeding,  pale  he  lies  ; 
Lovely,  fad  objedl !  in  his  half-clos'd  eyes 
Stern  vengeance  yet,  and  hoftile  terror  ftand : 
His  front  yet  threatens,  and  his  frowns  command. 
The  Gallic  chiefs  their  troops  around  him  call ; 
Fear  to  approach  him,  though  they  fee  him  fall. — 

O  Kneller,  could  thy  fhadcs  and  lights  exprefs 
The  perfeft  hero  in  tliat  glorious  drefs  ; 
Ages  to  come  might  Ormond's  piclure  know. 
And  palms  for  thee  beneath  his  laurels  grow : 
In  fpite  of  time,  thy  work  might  ever  fhine  ; 
Nor  Homer's  colours  laft  fo  long  as  thine. 

O  4  CELIx\ 
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Atque  in  amore  mala  haec  proprio,  fummeque  fecundo 
Inveniuntur. — "  Lucret.  lib.  h. 


W/  HAT  can  I  fay,  what  arguments  can  prove 

^  ^     My  truth,  what  colours  can  defcribe  my  love. 
If  its  excefs  and  fury  be  not  knov/n. 
In  what  thy  Celia  has  already  done  ? 

Thy  infant  flames,  whilfc  yet  they  were  conceal'd 
In  timorous  doubts,  with  pity  I  beheld ; 
With  eafy  fmlles  difpell'd  the  filent  fear. 
That  durll  not  tell  me  Avhat  I  dy'd  to  hear. 
In  vain  I  ftrove  to  check  my  growing  flame. 
Or  flicker  paflion  under  friendfliip's  name, 
You  faw  my  heart,  how  it  my  tongue  bely'd  ; 
And  when  you  prefs'd,  hov\^  faintly  I  deny'd. — 

Ere  guardian  thought  could  bring  its  fcatter'd  aid. 
Ere  reafon  could  fupport  the  doubting  maid, 
My  foul,  furpris'd,  and  from  herfelf  disjoin'd, 
Left  all  referve,  and  all  the  fex,  behind  : 
From  your  command  her  motions  flie  received ; 
And  not  for  me,  but  you,  flie  breath'd  and  liv'd. 

But  ever  blefl:  be  Cytherea's  flirine, 
And  fires  eternal  on  her  altars  fliine  ! 
Since  thy  dear  breafl:  has  felt  an  equal  wound  ; 
Since  In  thy  kindnefs  my  defires  are  crown'd. 

By 
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By  thy  each  look,  and  thought,  and  care,  'tis  (hown, 
Thy  joys  are  ccnter'd  all  in  mc  ahjne  ; 
And  fure  I  am,  thou  vvouldil  not  change  this  hour 
For  all  the  white  ones  Fate  has  in  its  power. — . 

Yet  thus  belov'd,  thus  loving  to  excefs, 
Yet  thus  receiving  and  returning  blifs. 
In  this  great  moment,  in  this  golden  now, 
When  every  trace  of  what,  or  when,  or  how. 
Should  from  my  foul  by  raging  love  be  torn. 
And  far  on  fwcliing  feas  of  rapture  borne  ; 
A  melancholy  tear  afflidls  my  eye. 
And  my  heart  labours  with  a  fudden  figh  ; 
Invading  fears  repel  my  coward  joy. 
And  ills  forefeen  the  prefent  bhfs  deftroy. 

Poor  as  it  is,  this  beauty  was  the  caufe. 
That  v\'ith  firil  fighs  your  panting  bofom  rofe  ; 
But  with  no  owner  Beauty  long  will  ftay, 
Upon  the  wings  of  Time  borne  fwift  away  ; 
Pafs  but  fome  fleeting  years,  and  thefe  poor  eye8 
(Where  now  without  a  boaft  fome  luftre  lies) 
No  longer  ihall  their  little  honours  keep  ; 

ball  only  be  of  ufe  to  read  or  weep  : 
And  on  this  forehead,  where  your  verfe  has  faid. 
The  Loves  delighted,  and  the  Graces  play'd, 
Infulting  age  will  trace  his  cruel  way. 
And  leave  fad  marks  of  his  deftrudive  fway. 

Mov'd  by  my  charms,  with  them  your  love  may  ceafe, 
And  as  the  fuel  finks,  the  flame  decreafe  : 
Or  angry  Heaven  may  quicker  darts  prepare. 
And  ficknefs  llrike  what  time  a  while  would  fparc. 

Then 
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Then  will  my  fwain  his  glowing  vows  renew ; 
Then  will  his  throbbing  heart  to  mine  beat  true  ; 
When  my  own  face  deters  me  from  my  glafs, 
And  Kneller  only  fhews  what  Celia  was  ? 

Fantaftic  Fame  may  found  her  wild  alarms  ; 
Your  country,  as  you  think,  may  want  your  arms. 
You  may  negleft,  or  quench,  or  hate  the  flame, 
Whofe  fmoke  too  long  obfcur'd  your  rifmg  name ; 
And  quickly  cold  indifference  will  enfue. 
When  you  Lovers  joys  through  Honour's  optic  view. 

Then  Celiacs  loudell  prayer  will  prove  too  weak, 
To  this  abandon'd  breaft  to  bring  you  back  ; 
When  my  loil  lover  the  tall  ihip  afcends. 
With  mufic  gay,  and  wet  with  jovial  friends. 
The  tender  accent  of  a  woman's  cry 
Will  pafs  unheard,  will  unregarded  die  ; 
When  the  rough  feamen's  louder  fhouts  prevail, 
When  fair  occafion  fhews  the  fpringing  gale. 
And  Intereft  guides  the  helm,  and  Honour  fwells 
the  fail. 

Some  wretched  lines,  from  this  neglefted  hand, 
May  find  my  hero  on  the  foreign  ftrand, 
Warm  with  new  fires,  and  pleas 'd  with  new  com 

mand  : 

While  fhe  who  wrote  them,  of  all  joy  bereft. 
To  the  rude  cenfure  of  the  world  is  left ; 
Her  mangled  fame  in  barbarous  pailime  loft. 
The  coxcomb's  novel,  and  the  drunkard's  toaft. 

But  nearer  care  (O  pardon  it  !)  fupplies 
Sighs  to  my  breaft,  and  forrow  to  my  eyes. 

LOYC, 
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Love,  Love  himfelf  (the  only  friend  I  have) 
May  fcorn  his  triumph,  having  bound  his  Have. 
That  tyrant-god,  that  reftlefs  conqueror, 
May  quit  his  pleafure,  to  afiert  his  power  ; 
Forfake  the  provinces  that  blefs  his  fway, 
To  vanquifh  thofe  which  will  not  yet  obey. 

Another  Nymph  with  fatal  power  may  rife, 
To  damp  the  fmking  beams  of  Ceha's  eyes  ; 
With  haughty  pride  may  hear  her  charms  confeft. 
And  fcorn  the  ardent  vows  that  I  have  bled. 
You  every  night  may  figh  for  her  in  vain, 
And  rife  each  morning  to  fome  frefli  difdain  : 
While  Celia's  foftefl  look  may  ceafe  to  charm, 
And  her  embraces  want  the  power  to  warm  : 
While  thefe  fond  arms,  thus  circling  you,  may  prove- 
More  heavy  chains  than  thofe  of  hopelefs  love. 

Juft  Gods  !  all  other  things  their  like  produce  ; 
The  vine  arifes  from  her  mother's  juice  : 
When  feeble  plants  or  tender  flowers  decay, 
They  to  their  feed  their  images  convey  : 
Where  the  old  myrtle  her  good  influence  flieds. 
Sprigs  of  like  leaf  ereft  their  filial  heads  : 
And  when  the  parent  rofe  decays  and  dies, 
With  a  refembhng  face  the  daughter-buds  arife. 
That  produft  only  which  our  paflions  bear 
Eludes  the  planter's  miferable  care. 
While  blooming  Love  afTures  us  golden  fruit, 
Some  inborn  poifon  taints  the  fecret  root  : 
Soon  fall  the  flowers  of  Joy,  foon  feeds  of  Hatred 
{hoot. 
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Say,  fhepherd,  fay,  are  thefe  refle6lions  true  ? 
Or  was  it  but  the  woman's  fear  that  drew 
This  cruel  fcene',  unjuft  to  love  and  you  ? 
"Will  you  be  only  and  for  ever  mine  ? 
Shall  neither  time  nor  age  our  fouls  disjoin  ? 
From  this  dear  bofom  iTiall  I  ne'er  be  torn  ? 
Or  you  grow  cold,  refpeftful,  and  forfworn  ? 
And  can  you  not  for  her  you  love  do  more 
Than  any  youth  for  any  nymph  before  ? 


R      O      L      O       G      U      E, 


SPOKEN    BY    LORD    BUCKHURST,    IN    WESTMINSTER- 
SCHOOL, 

AT     A    REPRESENTATION    OF    MR,   DRYDEN's    CLEOMENESj 
AT     CHRISTMAS     1695. 

"PlSH,  lord,  I  wifli  this  prologue  v/as  but  Greekj 

Then  young  Cleonidas  would  boldly  fpeak  : 
But  can  lord  Buckhurll  in  poor  Englifh  fay, 
Gentle  fpeftators,  pray  excufe  the  play  ? 
No,  witnefs  all  ye  gods  of  ancient  Greece, 
Rather  than  condefcend  to  terms  like  thefe, 
I'd  go  to  fchool  fix  hours  on  Chriilmas-day, 
Or  conftrue  Perfius  while  my  comrades  play. 
Such  work  by  hireling  aftors  fliould  be  done. 
Who  tremble  when  they  fee  a  critic  frown; 

Poor 
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Poor  rogues,  that  fmart  like  fencers  for  their  bread, 
And,  if  they  are  not  wounded,  are  not  fed. 
But,  Sirs,  our  labour  has  more  noble  ends, 
We  aft  our  tragedy  to  fee  our  friends  : 
Our  generous  fcenes  are  for  pure  love  repeated. 
And  if  you  are  not  pleas'd,  at  lead  you're  treated. 
The  candles  and  the  clothes  ourfelves  we  bought,] 
Our  tops  neglected,  and  our  balls  forgot. 
To  learn  our  parts,  we  left  our  midnight  bed, 
Mofl  of  you  fnor'd  whilft  Cleomenes  read  : 
Not  that  from  this  confeflion  we  would  fue 
Praife  undeferv'd  ;  we  know  ourfelves  and  you  : 
Refolv'd  to  ftand  or  periih  by  our  caufe, 
"We  neither  cenfure  fear,  nor  beg  applaufe, 
For  thefe  are  Weftminfter  and  Sparta's  laws. 
Yet,  if  we  fee  fome  judgment  well  inclin'd. 
To  young  defert,  and  growing  virtue  kind. 
That  critic  by  ten  thoufand  marks  fhould  know^ 
That  greateft  fouls  to  goodnefs  only  bow ; 
And  that  your  little  hero  does  inherit 
Not  Cleomenes'  more  than  Dorfet's  fpirit. 
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AN  ODE, 

PRESENTED       TO      THE      KING, 

•  N   HIS   majesty's  arrival  IN    HOLLAND   AFTER  TH£ 
queen's  DEATH,   1695. 

**  Quis  defiderio  fit  pudor  aut  modus 
«*  Tarn  cari  capitis  ?  precipe  lugubres 
«•  Cantus,  Melpomene." 

I. 

j\  T  Mary's  tomb  (fad  facred  place  !) 
■^—^     The  Virtues  fliall  their  vigils  keep  ; 
And  every  Mufe,  and  every  Grace, 
In  folemn  Hate  fhall  ever  weep. 
II. 
The  future  pious,  mournful  fair. 

Oft  as  the  rolling  years  return, 
"With  fragrant  wreaths  and  flowing  hair, 
Shall  vifit  her  diilinguifh'd  urn. 
III. 
For  her  the  wife  and  great  Ihall  mourn, 
Wlien  late  records  her  deeds  repeat : 
Ages  to  come,  and  men  unborn, 

Shall  blefs  her  name,  and  figh  her  fate. 

2  IV.  Fair 
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IV. 

Fair  Albion  (hall,  with  faithful  trull, 

Her  holy  queen's  fad  reliques  guard, 
Till  Heaven  awakes  the  precious  duft. 

And  gives  the  faint  her  full  reward. 
V. 
But  let  the  king  difmifs  his  woes, 

Refle6ling  on  his  fair  renown  ; 
And  take  the  cyprefs  from  his  brows, 

To  put  his  wonted  laurels  on. 
VI. 
If  preft  by  grief  our  monarch  ftoops. 

In  vain  the  Britidi  lions  roar  : 
If  he,  whofe  hand  fuftain'd  them,  droops, 

The  Belgic  darts  will  wound  no  more. 
VII. 
Embattled  princes  wait  the  chief, 

Whofe  voice  fliould  rule,  whofe  arm  fhould  lead ; 
And,  in  kind  murmurs,  chide  that  grief. 

Which  hinders  Europe  being  freed. 
VIII. 
The  great  example  they  -demand 

Who  fllll  to  conqueft  led  the  way  ; 
Wilhing  him  prefent  to  command. 

As  they  ftand  ready  to  obey. 
IX. 
They  feek  that  joy,  which  us'd  to  glow. 

Expanded  on  the  Hero's  face  ; 
When  the  thick  fquadrons  preft  the  foe. 

And  William  led  the  glorious  chace. 

X.  Ta 
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X. 

To  give  the  mourning  nations  joy, 

Reftore  them  thy  aufpicious  light. 
Great  fun  :  with  radiant  beams  deftroy 

Thofe  clouds,  which  keep  thee  from  our  fight. 
XL 
Let  thy  fublime  meridian  courfe 
For  Maiy's  fetting  rays  atone  • 
Our  luftre,  with  redoubled  force, 
Muft  now  proceed  from  thee  alone. 
XII. 
See,  pious  king,  with  different  ftrife 

Thy  ftruggling  Albion's  bofom  torn  : 
So  much  fhe  fears  for  William's  life. 
That  Mary's  fate  fhe  dares  not  mourn, 
XIII. 
Her  beauty,  in  thy  fofter  half 

Bpry'd  and  loft,  fhe  ought  to  grieve  ; 
But  let  her  ilrength  in  thee  be  fafe  ; 
And  let  her  weep  ;  but  let  her  live. 
XIV. 
Thou,  guardian  angel,  fave  the  land 

From  thy  own  grief,  her  fiercefl  foe  ; 
Left  Britain,  refcued  by  thy  hand, 

Should  bend  and  fmk  beneatli  thy  woe. 
XV. 
Her  former  triumphs  all  are  vain, 

Unlefs  new  trophies  flill  be  .fought. 
And  hoary  majefty  fuflain 

The  battles  which  thy  youth  has  fought, 

XVI.  Where 
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XVI. 

Where  now  is  all  that  fearful  love, 

Which  made  her  hate  the  war's  alarms  ? 

That  foft  excefsj  with  which  flie  llrove 
To  keep  her  hero  in  her  arms  ? 

xvir. 

While  ftill  fhe  chid  the  coming  fpring. 

Which  call'd  him  o'er  his  fubjed  feas  : 
While,  for  the  fiifety  of  the  king, 

She  wirti'd  the  vidor's  glory  lefs. 
XVIII. 
'Tis  chang'd ;   'tis  gone  :  fad  Britain  now 

Haftens  her  lord  to  foreign  wars  ; 
Happy,  if  tolls  may  break  his  woe, 

Or  danger  may  divert  his  cares. 
XIX. 
In  martial  din  fhe  drowns  her  fighs. 

Left  he  the  rifmg  grief  flioiild  hear  : 
She  pulls  her  helmet  o'er  her  eyes. 

Left  he  fhould  fee  the  falling  tear. 
XX. 
Go,  mighty  prince  ;  let  France  be  taught, 

How  conftant  minds  by  grief  are  try'd  ; 
How  great  the  land,  that  wept  and  fought^ 

When  William  led,  and  Mary  dy'd.. 
XXL 
Fierce  in  the  battle  make  it  known. 

Where  Death  with  all  his  darts  is  feen^ 
That  he  can  touch  thy  heart  with  none. 

But  that  which  ftruck  the  beauteous  queen. 

Vol.  XXXIL  P  XXIL  Belfelai 
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XXII. 
Belgia  indulg'd  her  open  grief, 

While  yet  her  mafter  was  not  near  z 
With  fullen  pride  refus'd  rehef. 
And  fat  obdurate  in  defpair. 
XXIII. 
As  waters  from  her  fliiices,  flow'd 

Unbounded  forrow  from  her  eyes : 
To  earth  lier  bended  front  fhe  bow'd. 
And  fent  her  waihings  to  the  flcies* 
XXIV. 
But  when  her  anxious  lord  returnM, 

Rais'd  is  her  head,  her  eyes  are  dry'd  | 
She  fmiles,  as  Wilham  ne'er  had  mourn'd. 
She  looks,  as  Mary  ne'er  had  dy'd. 
XXV. 
That  freedom  Avhich  all  forrows  claim, 

She  does  for  thy  content  refign  : 
Her  piety  itfelf  would  blame. 

It'  her  regrets  fnould  weaken  thine- 
XXVI. 
To  cure  thy  woe,  (he  fhews  thy  fame-: 

Leil  the  great  mourner  flioiild  forget 
That  ail  tiie  race,  whence  Orange  came. 
Made  Virtue  triumph  over  Fate. 
XXVII. 
William  his  country's  caufe  could  fight, 
And  with  his  blood  her  freedom  feal : 
Maurice  and  Pienry  guard  that  right, 
Eoi-  which  their  pious  parents  fell. 

ZXVIII.  How 
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XXVIII. 
How  heroes  rife,  how  patriots  fet. 

Thy  father's  bloom  and  deatli  may  tell : 
Excelling  others,  thcfe  were  great : 

Thou,  greater  ftill,  mufl  thefe  exceh 
XXIX. 
The  lall  fair  inflance  thou  mull  give. 

Whence  Naflau' s  virtue  can  be  try'd  ; 
And  fliew  the  world  that  thou  canft  hve 

Intrepid,  as  thy  confoit  dy'd  j 

XXX. 

Thy  virtue,  whofe  refilllefs  force 

No  dire  event  could  ever  ftar, 
Muft  cany  on  its  deftin'd  courfe. 

Though  death  and  envy  ftop  the  way. 

XXXI. 
For  Britain's  fake,  for  Belgia's,  live  : 

Pierc'd  by  their  grief,  forget  thy  own  ; 
New  toils  endure^  new  conqueft  give, 

And  bring  them  eafe,  though  thou  haft  noncw 

XXXII. 
Vanquifh  again  ;  though  (he  be  gone, 

Whofe  garland  crown'd  the  victor's  hair  -: 
And  reign,  though  (he  has  left  the  throne, 

Who  made  thy  glory  worth  thy  care. 

XXXIII. 
Fair  Britain  never  yet  before 

Breath'd  to  her  king  an  ufelefs  prayer  : 
Fond  Belgia  never  did  implore. 

While  William  turn'd  averfc  his  ear. 

P  2  XXXIV.  But, 
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XXXIV. 
But,  fhoiild  the  weeping  hero  now 

Relentlefs  to  their  wifhes  prove  ; 
Should  he  recall,  with  pleafing  woe. 

The  objeft  of  his  grief  and  love  ; 
XXXV. 
Her  face  with  thoufand  beauties  bleft, 

Her  mind  with  thoufand  virtues  ftor'd. 
Her  power  with  boundlefs  joy  confeft, 

Her  perfon  only  not  adored  : 
XXXVI. 
Yet  ought  his  forrow  to  be  checkt ; 

Yet  ought  his  paflions  to  abate  ; 
If  the  great  mourner  would  refleft. 

Her  glory  in  her  death  complete. 
XXXVII. 
She  was  inftrufted  to  command, 

Great  king,  by  long  obeying  thee  ;: 
Her  fceptre,  guided  by  thy  hand, 

Preferv'd  the  ifles,  and  rul'd  the  fea» 
XXXVIII.      * 
But  oh  !   'twas  little,  that  her  life 

O'er  earth  and  water  bears  thy  fame : 
In  death,  'twas  worthy  William's  wife, 

Amidft  the  ilars  to  fix  his  name. 
XXXIX. 
Beyond  where  matter  moves,  or  place 

Receives  its  forms,  thy  virtues  roll ; 
From  Mary's  glory,  angels  trace 

The  beauty  of  her  partner's  fouL 
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XL. 

Wife  Fate,  which  does  Its  heaven  decree 

To  heroes,  when  they  yield  their  breath, 
Hallens  thy  triumph.     Half  of  thee 

Is  deify'd  before  thy  death. 
XLI. 
Alone  to  thy  renown  'tis  given, 

Unbounded  through  all  worlds  to  go  : 
While  fhe,  great  Saint,  rejoices  Heaven  ; 

And  thou  fuftain'ft  the  orb  below. 

IN     IMITATION     OF     ANACREON. 

T     E  T  them  cenfure  :   what  care  I  ? 
-^"^   The  herd  of  critics  I  defy. 
Let  the  wretches  know,  I  write, 
Regardlefs  of  their  grace  or  fpite. 
No,  no  :   the  fair,  the  gay,  the  young, 
Govern  the  numbers  of  my  fong ; 
All  that  they  approve  is  fweet ; 
And  all  is  fenfe  that  they  repeat. 

Bid  the  warbhng  Nine  retire  ; 
Venus,  firing  thy  fervant's  lyre  : 
Love  fhall  be  my  endlefs  theme  ; 
Pleafure  fliall  triumph  over  Fame  : 
And,  when  thefe  niaxims  I  decline, 
Apollo,  may  thy  fate  be  mine  ! 
May  I  grafp  at  empty  praife  ; 
And  lofe  the  nymph,  to  gain  the  bays ! 

P  3  ODE 
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O  D  E 

SUR    LA    PRISE    DE    NAMUR,    PAR    LES    ARMES    DD'  j 

ROI,    l'anNEE    1692'. 

PAR    MONSIEUR    BOILEAU    DESPREAUX* 

I. 

QUELLE  doae  &  famt  yvreffe 
Aujourd'hui  me  fait  la  lol  i 
Chaftes  Nymphes  du  Permeffe^, 
N'ell-ce  pas  voiis  que  je  vol  ? 
Accourez,  troupe  f^avante  : 
Des  fons  que  ma  lyre  enfante  5 
Ces  arbres  font  rejouis  : 
Marquez  en  bien  la  cadence  : 
Et  vous,  vents,  faites  filence  : 
Je  vais  parler  de  Louis. 

11. 

Dans  fes  chanfons  immoitelleSy 
Comme  un  aigle  audacieux, 
Pindare  etendant  fes  aides, 
Euit  loin  des  vulgaires  yeux, 
Mais,  6  ma  fidele  lyre, 
Si,  dans  Pardeur  qui  m'infpire, 
Tu  peus  fuivre  mes  tranfports  : 
Les  chcnes  des  monts  de  Thrace 
N'ont  rien  oui,  que  n'efface 
La  douceur  de  tes  accords. 

iiL  m^ 
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ENGLISH    BALLAD, 

«N    THE    TAKING    OF    NAMUR     BY     THE     KING    OF 
GREAT    BRITAIN,    1695. 

"  Dulcc  eft  defipere  in  loco.'* 

L  and  IL 
O  O  M  E  folks  are  drunk,  yet  do  not  know  it  : 

So  might  not  Bacchus  give  you  law  ? 
"Was  it  a  Mufe,  O  lofty  Poet, 

Or  Virgin  of  St.  Cyr,  you  faw  ? 
WTiy  all  this  fuiy  ?  what's  the  matter. 

That  oaks  muft  come  from  Thrace  to  dance  ? 
Muft  ftupid  {locks  be  taught  to  flatter  ? 

And  is  there  no  fuch  wood  in  France  ? 
Why  muft  the  winds  all  hold  their  tongue  ? 

If  they  a  little  breath  (hould  raife, 
"Would  that  have  fpoil'd  the  Poet's  fong. 

Or  puff'd  away  the  Monarch's  praife  ?- 

Pindar,  that  eagle,  mounts  the  fl^ies. 

While  Virtue  leads  the  noble  way  r. 
Too  like  a  vulture  Boileau  flies. 

Where  fordid  Intereft  fliews  the  prey=^ 
When  once  the  Poet's  honour  ceafes. 

From  reafon  £ir  his  tranfports  rove  : 
And  Boileau,  for  eight  hundred  pieces. 

Makes  Louis  tak;;  the  wall  of  Jove. 

P  4  III.  Neptune- 
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III. 

Efl-ce  Apollon  et  Neptune, 
Qui  fur  ces  rocs  fourcilleux 
Ont,  compagnons  de  Fortune, 
BaftI  ces  murs  orgueilleux  I 
I)e  leur  enceinte,  fameufe 
L.a  Sambre  unie  a  la  Meufe, 
Defend  le  fatal  abord  ; 
Et  par  cens  bouches  horribles 
L'airain  fur  ces  monts  terribles 
Vomit  le  fer,  &  la  mort. 

IV. 

Dix  mille  vaillans  Alcides 
L.es  bordant  de  toutes  parts, 
D'  eclairs  au  loin  homicides 
Font  petiller  leurs  remparts  : 
Et  dans  fon  fein  infidele' 
Par  toute  la  terre  y  recele 
Un  feu  pret  a  s'elancer, 
Qui  foudain  per^ant  fon  goufre, 
Ouvre  un  fepulchre  de  foufre, 
.A  quiconque  ofe  avancer. 

V. 

Kamur,  devant  tes  murailles 
Jadis  la  Grece  eiit  vingt  ans 
Sans  fruit  veu  les  funerailles 
De  fes  plus  fiers  combattans. 
Quelle  effroyable  puiffance 
Aujourd'hui  pourtant  s'avance. 
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III. 

Neptune  and  Sol  came  from  above, 

Shap'd  like  Megrigny  and  Vauban  : 
They  arm'd  thefe  rocks  ;   then  fhew'd  old  Jove 

Of  Marli  wood  the  wondrous  plan. 
Such  walls,  thefe  three  wife  Gods  agreed. 

By  human  force  could  ne'er  be  fhaken  ; 
But  you  and  I  in  Homer  read 

Of  gods,  as  well  as  men,  miftaken. 
Sambre  and  Maefe  their  waves  may  join  ; 

But  ne'er  can  William's  force  reftrain  : 
He'll  pafs  them  both,  who  pafs'd  the  Boyne  c 

Remember  this,  and  arm  the  Seine. 
IV. 
Full  fifteen  thoufand  lufty  fellows 

With  fire  and  fword  the  fort  maintain  : 
Each  was  a  Hercules,  you  tell  us  ; 

Yet  out  they  march'd,  like  common  men. 
Cannons  above,  andmines  below. 

Did  death  and  tombs  for  foes  contrive : 
Yet  matters  have  been  order'd  fo, 

That  moll  of  us  are  ftill  alive, 

v. 

If  Namur  be  compared  to  Troy ; 

Then  Britain^s  boys  excell'd  the  Greeks  : 
Their  fiege  did  ten  long  years  employ  ; 

We've  done  our  bufinefs  in  ten  weeks. 
Wliat  godhead  does  fo  fafl  advance. 

With  dreadful  power,  thofe  hills  to  gain  ? 
"'Tis  little  Will,  the  fcourge  of  France  ; 

No  godhead,  but  the  firll  of  men. 

Hii 
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Prete  a  foudroyer  tes  monts  ? 
Quel  bruit,  quel  feu  I'environne  ? 
C'efl  Jupiter  en  perfonne  ; 
Ou  c'efl  le  vainqueur  de  Mons» 

VI. 

N'en  doute  point :  c'eft  lui-meme* 
Tout  brille  en  lui ;   tout  ell  roi. 
Dans  Bruxelles  NafTau  bleme 
Commence  a  trembler  pour  toi^ 
En  vain  il  voit  le  Batave, 
Deformaia  docile  efclave, 
Range  fous  fes  etendarts  :. 
En  vain  au  lion  Belgique 
II  voit  1'  aigle  Germanique 
Uni  fous  les  leopards. 

VII. 

Plein  de  la  frayeur  nouvelle,. 

Dont  fes  fens  font  agites, 

A  fon  fecours  il  appelle  • 

Les  peuples  les  plus  vantes.. 

Ceux-la  viennent  du  rivage,. 

Oil  s'enorgueillit  le  Tage 

De  Tor,  qui  roule  en  fes  eaux  ; 

Ceux-ci  des  champs,  oil  la  neige- 

Des  marais  de  la  Norvege 

Neuf  mois  couvre  les  rofeaux. 
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His  mortal  arm  exerts  the  power 

To  keep  e'en  Mons's  viftor  under : 
And  that  fiime  Jupiter  no  more 

Shall  fright  the  world  with  impious  thunder^ 
Vl. 
Our  King  thus  trembles  at  Namur  ; 

Whilft  Villeroy,  who  ne'er  afraid  is> 
To  Bruxelles  marches  on  fecure, 

To  bomb  the  monks,  and  fcare  the  Iadie9> 
After  this  glorious  expedition. 

One  battle  makes  the  Marftial  great : 
He  muft  perform  the  King's  commiflion  % 

Who  knows  but  Orange  may  retreat  I 
Kings  are  allowed  to  feign  the  gout. 

Or  be  prevaii'd  with  not  to  %ht : 
And  mighty  Louis  hop'd,  no  doubt. 

That  William  would  preferve  that  right  >. 
VII. 
From  Seine  and  Loire,  to  Rhone  and  Po^ 

See  every  mother's  fon  appear : 
In  fuch  a  cafe  ne'er  blame  a  foe, 

If  he  betrays  fome  little  fear. 
He  comes,  the  mighty  Villeroy  comes  ;. 

Finds  a  fmall  river  in  his  way  ; 
So  waves  his  colours,  beats  his  drums. 

And  thinks  it  prudent  there  to  flay. 
The  Gallic  troops  breathe  blood  and  war  j 

The  Marfhal  cares  not  to  march  faller  ; 
Poor  Villeroy  moves  fo  flowly  here. 

We  fancied  all,  it  was  his  Mailer. 

VIIL  Will 
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VIII. 
Mais  qui  fait  enfler  la  Sambre  ? 
Sous  les  Jumeaux  efFrayes, 
Des  froids  torrens  de  Decembre 
Les  champs  par  tout  font  noyes. 
Ceres  s'enfuit,  eploree 
De  voir  en  proye  a  Boree 
Ses  guerets  d'epics  charges, 
Et  fous  les  urns  fangeufes 
Des  Hyades  orageufes 
Tous  fes  trefors  fubmerges. 

IX. 

Deployez  toutes  vos  rages, 
princes,  vents,  peuples,  frimats ; 
Ramaffez  tous  vos  nuages  ; 
Raflemblez  tous  vos  foldats. 
MaJgre  vous  Namur  en  poudre 
S'en  va  tomber  fous  la  foudre 
Qui  domta  Lille,  Courtray, 
Gand  la  fuperbe  Efpagnole, 
Saint  Omer,  Bezan^on,  Dole, 
Ypres,  Maftricht,  &  Cambray. 

X. 

Mes  prefages  s'accompliffent : 
II  commence  a  chanceler  : 
Sous  les  coups  qui  retentiffent 
Ses  murs  s'en  vont  s'ecrouler. 
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VIII. 
Will  no  kind  flood,  no  friendly  rain, 

Difguife  the  Marfhal's  plain  difgrace  ? 
No  torrents  fvvell  the  low  Mehayne  ? 

The  world  will  fay,  he  durft  net  pafs. 
Why  will  no  Hyades  appear, 

Dear  Poet,  on  the  banks  of  Sambre  ; 
Juft  as  they  did  that  mighty  year. 

When  you  turn'd  June  into  December  ? 
The  water-nymphs  are  too  unkind 

To  Villeroy  ;   are  the  land-nymphs  fo  ? 
And  fly  they  all,  at  once  combined 

To  ftiame  a  General,  and  a  Beau  ? 
IX. 
Truth,  juftice,  fenfe,  religion,  fame. 

May  join  to  finifh  William's  fl:ory  : 
Nations  fet  free  may  blefs  his  name  ; 

And  France  in  fecret  own  his  glor)% 
But  Ypres,  Mailricht,  and  Cambray, 

Befan^on,  Ghent,  St.  Omers,  Lille, 
Courtray,  and  Dole Ye  critics,  fay. 

How  poor  to  this  was  Pindar's  fl:yle  ? 
With  eke's  and  alfo's  tack  thy  ftrain. 

Great  bard  !  and  fmg  the  deathlefs  Prince, 
Who  loft:  Namur  the  fame  campaign 

He  bought  Dixmuyd,  and  plunder'd  Deynfc. 
X. 
I'll  hold  ten  pound  my  dream  is  out  : 

I'd  tell  it  you,  but  for  the  rattle 
Of  thofe  confounded  drums  ;    no  doubt 

Yon'  bloody  rogues  intend  a  battle. 

Dear 
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Mars  en  feu  qui  les  domine, 
Souffle  a  grand  bruit  leur  rulne, 
Et  les  bombes  dans  les  airs 
Allant  chercher  le  tonnere, 
Semblent  tombant  fur  la  tcrre, 
Vouloir  s'ouvrir  les  enfers. 

XL 

Accourez,  NafTau,  Baviere, 
De  ces  murs  I'unique  efpoir  : 
A  couvert  d'une  riviere 
Venez  :   vous  pouvez  tout  voir. 
Gonfiderez  ces  approches : 
Voyez  grimper  fur  ces  roches 
Ces  athletes  belliqueux  ; 
Et  dans  les  eaux,  dans  la  flamcj 
Louis  a  tout  donnant  I'ame, 
Marcher,  courir  avec  eux. 

XII. 

Contemplez  dans  la  tempete. 
Qui  fort  de  ces  boulevards. 
La  plume  qui  fur  fa  tete 
Attire  tous  les  regards. 
A  cet  afire  redoubtable 
Toujours  un  fort  favorable 
S 'attache  dans  les  combats  : 
Et  toujours  avec  la  gloire 
Mars  amenant  I'd  vi6loire 
Vole,  &  le  fuit  a  grands  pas* 
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Dear  me  !    a  hundred  thoufand  French 

With  terror  fill  the  neighbouring  field ; 
While  William  can-ies  on  the  trench, 

Till  both  the  town  and  caflle  yield. 
Villeroy  to  Boufflers  fhould  advance, 

Says  Mars,  through  cannons'  mouths  in  fire  ; 
Id  ej},  one  Marefchal  of  France 

Tells  t'other,  he  can  come  no  nigher, 
XI. 
Regain  the  lines  the  fhorteft  way, 

Villeroy  ;  or  to  Verfaillcs  take  poll ; 
For,  having  feen  it,  thou  canft  fay 

The  fleps,  by  which  Namur  was  loft. 
The  fmoke  and  flame  may  vex  thy  fight : 

Look  not  once  back  :   but,  as  thou  goeft, 
•Quicken  the  fquadrons  in  their  flight. 

And  bid  the  devil  take  the  flcwefl. 
Think  not  what  reafon  to  produce, 

From  Louis  to  conceal  thy  fear  : 
lie'll  own  the  -ftrcngth  of  thy  excufe  ; 

Tell  him  that  William  was  but  there. 

xn. 

Now  let  us  look  for  Louis'  feather. 

That  us'd  to  fhine  fo  like  a  liar  : 
The  Generals  could  not  get  together. 

Wanting  that  influence,  great  in  \\~2x, 
O  Poet !  thou  hadft  been  difcreeter, 

Hanging  the  monarch's  hat  fo  high. 
If  thou  hadft  dubb'd  thy  ftar,  a  meteor. 

That  did  but  blaze,  and  rove,  and  die. 

a  XIII.  To 
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XIII. 
Grands  defenfeurs  de  PEfpagne, 
Montrez-vous  :  il  en  eft  terns  : 
Courage  ;  vers  la  Mahagne 
Voila  vos  drapeaux  flottans. 
Jamais  fes  ondes  craintives 
N'ont  vu  fur  leurs  foibles  rives 
Tant  de  guerriers  s'amafTer. 
Courez  done  :    Qui  vous  retarde  ? 
Tout  Punivers  vous  regarde. 
N'ofez  vous  la  traverfer  ? 

XIV. 

Loin  de  fermer  le  paflage 

A  vos  nombreux  bataillons, 

Luxembourg  a  du  rivage 

Recule  fes  pavilions. 

Quoi  ?  leur  feul  afpeft  vous  glace  ? 

Ou  font  ces  chefs  pleins  d'audace, 

Jadis  fi  prompts  a  marcher, 

Qui  devoient  de  la  Tamife, 

Et  de  la  Drave  foumife, 

Jufqu'  a  Paris  nous  chercher  ? 

XV. 

Cependant  Peffroi  redouble 
Sur  les  remparts  de  Namur. 
Son  gouverneur  qui  fe  trouble 
S'enfuit  fous  fon  dernier  mur* 
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XIIL 
To  animate  the  doubtful  fight, 

Namur  in  vain  expefts  that  ray  ; 
In  vain  France  hopes,  the  fickly  h'ght 

Should  fhine  near  William's  fuller  day  i 
It  knows  Verfailles,  its  proper  ftation  ; 

Nor  cares  for  any  foreign  fphere  : 
"\\^iere  you  fee  Boileau's  conftellation, 

Be  fure  no  danger  can  be  near. 
XIV. 
The  French  had  gathered  all  their  force  ; 

And  William  met  them  in  their  way  : 
Yet  off  they  brufh'd,  both  foot  and  horfe. 

What  has  friend  Boileau  left  to  fay  ? 
When  his  high  Mufe  is  bent  upon't. 

To  fmg  her  king — that  great  commander,, 
Or  on  the  fhores  of  Hellefpont, 

Or  in  the  valleys  near  Scamander  ; 
Would  it  not  fpoil  his  noble  taflN:, 

If  any  foolifh  Phrygian  there  is. 
Impertinent  enough  to  afk, 

How  far  Namur  may  be  from  Paris  ? 
XV. 
Two  ftanzas  more  before  we  end, 

Of  death,  pikes,  rocks,  arms,  bricks,  and  fire  ; 
Leave  them  behind  you,  honed  friend ; 

And  with  your  countrymen  retire. 

Vol.  XXXII.  Q^  Youc 
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Deja  jiifques  a  fes  portes 

Je  vol  monter  nos  cohortes, 

La  flame  &  le  fer  en  main  : 

Et  fur  les  monceaux  de  piques, 

De  corps  morts,  de  rocs,  de  briques, 

S'ouvrir  un  large  chemin. 

XVI. 

C'en  eft  fait.     Je  viens  d'entendre 
Sur  ces  rochers  eperdus 
Battre  un  figna!  pour  fe  rendre  ; 
Le  feu  cefTe.     lis  font  rendus. 
Depoiiillez  votre  arrogance, 
Fiers  ennemis  de  la  France, 
Et  deformais  gracieux, 
Allez  a  Liege,  a  Bruxelles, 
Porter  les  humbles  nouvelles 
De  Namur  pris  a  vos  yeux* 
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Your  ode  is  fpoilt :  Namiir  is  freed  ; 

For  Dixmuyd  fomethlng  yet  is  due  : 
So  good  count  Guifcard  may  proceed ; 

But  Boufflers,  Sir,  one  word  with  you.— • 
XVI. 
'Tis  done.     In  fight  of  thefe  commanders. 

Who  neither  fight,  nor  raife  the  fiege. 
The  foes  of  France  march  fafe  through  Flanders  ; 

Divide  to  Bruxelles,  or  to  Liege. 
Send,  Fame,  this  news  to  Trianon, 

That  Boufflers  may  new  honours  gain  : 
He  the  fame  play  by  land  has  fhewn, 

As  Tourville  did  upon  the  main. 
Yet  is  the  Marfhal  made  a  peer : 

O  William,  may  thy  arms  advance ! 
That  he  may  lofe  Dinant  next  year^ 

And  fo  be  conftabie  of  France. 


0^2  AN 
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AN         ODE. 

I, 

np  H  E  merchant,  to  fecure  his  treafure, 
-*"    Conveys  it  in  a  borrow'd  name  : 
Euphelia  ferves  to  grace  my  meafur.e  ; 
But  Cloe  is  my  real  flame. 

II. 

My  fofteft  verfe,  my  darling  lyre. 

Upon  Euphelia*s  toilet  lay  ; 
When  Cloe  noted  her  defire, 

That  I  fhould  fmg,  that  I  fhould  play^ 

III. 
My  lyre  I  tune,  my  voice  I  raife, 

But  with  my  numbers  mix  my  fighs  j 
And,  whilft  I  fmg  Euphelia's  praife, 

1  fix  my  foul  on  Cloe's  eyes. 

IV. 
Fair  Cloe  blufh'd  :  Euphelia  frown'd  : 

I  fung,  and  gaz'd :  I  play'd,  and  trembled 
And  Venus  to  the  Loves  around 

Remarked,  how  ill  we  all  diffembled. 


f  RI 
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(PRESENTED    TO   THE  KING,    AT  HIS  ARRIVAL    IN 

HOLLAND,  AFTER  THE  DISCOVERY  OF 

THE  CONSPIRACY,  1696. 

*'  Serus  in  coelum  redeas,  diuque 
*'  Lxtus  interfis  populo  Quirini  : 
**  Neve  te  noftris  vitiis  iniquum 

"  Ocyor  aura 
«  ToUat  — "  HoR.  ad  Auguftum. 


Y 


E  careful  angels,  whom  eternal  Fate 


Who  turn  with  fecret  power  this  refllefs  ball, 
And  bid  predeftin'd  empires  rife  and  fall  : 
Your  facred  aid  religious  monarchs  own, 
When  firft  they  merit,  then  afcend  the  throne : 
But  tyrants  dread  you,  left  your  juft  decree 
Transfer  the  power,  and  fet  the  people  free. 
See  rcfcued  Britain  at  your  altars  bow ; 
And  hear  her  hymns  your  happy  care  avow  : 
That  ftill  her  axes  and  her  rods  fupport 
The  judge's  frown,  and  grace  the  awful  court ; 
That  Law  with  all  her  pvompous  terror  ftands. 
To  wreft  the  dagger  from  the  traitor's  hands  ; 
And  rigid  Juftice  reads  the  fatal  word, 
Poifes  the  balance  firft,  then  draws  the  fword. 

Britain  her  fafety  to  your  guidance  owns. 
That  fhe  can  feparate  parricides  from  fons ; 
That,  impious  rage  difarm'd,  fhe  lives  and  reigns, 
Her  freedom  kept  by  him,  who  broke  her  chains. 

0^3  And 
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And  thou,  great  mlnifter,  above  the  reft 
Of  guardian  fpirits,  be  thou  for  ever  bleil ; 
Thou  who  of  old  wa&L  fent  to  Ifrael's  court, 
With  fecret  aid  great  David's  ftrong  fupport. 
To  mock  the  frantic  rage  of  cruel  Saul, 
And  ftrike  the  ufelefs  javelin  to  the  walL 
Thy  later  care  o'er  William's  temples  held, 
On  Boyne's  propitious  banks,  the  heavenly  fhield  ; 
\Vhen  power  divine  did  fovereign  right  declare ; 
And  cannons  mark'd  whom  they  were  bid  to  fpare. 

Still,  blefTed  angel,  be  thy  care  the  fame ! 
Be  William's  life  untouch'd  as  is  his  fame  ! 
Let  him  own  thine,  as  Britain  owns  his  hand  : 
Save  thou  the  King,  as  he  has  fav'd  the  land  ! 

We  angels'  forms  in  pious  monarchs  view  ; 
We  reverence  William  ;  for  he  afts  like  you  ; 
Like  you,  commiflion'd  to  chaftife  and  blefs, 
He  muft  avenge  the  world,  and  give  it  peace. 

Indulgent  Fate  our  potent  prayer  receives  ; 
And  ilill  Britannia  fmiles,  and  William  lives. 
The  hero  dear  to  earth,  by  heaven  belov'd, 
!By  troubles  muil  be  vex'd,  by  dangers  prov'd  : 
His  foes  muft  aid,  to  make  his  fame  complete. 
And  fix  his  throne  fecure  on  their  defeat. 

So,  though  with  fudden  rage  the  tempeft  comes ; 
Though  the  winds  roar ;  and  though  the  water  foams; 
Imperial  Britain  on  the  fea  looks  down, 
And  fmiling  fees  her  rebcl-fubjefts  frown. 
Striking  her  cliff,  the  ftorm  confirms  her  power ; 
The  waves  but  whiten  her  triumphant  fhore  : 

In 
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In  vain  they  would  advance,  in  vain  retreat ; 
Broken  they  dafh,  and  perifh  at  her  feet. 

For  William  Hill  new^  wonders  fhall  be  fhovv'n  : 
The  powers,  that  refciied,  fhall  preferve  the  throne. 
Safe  on  Iiis  darling  Britain's  joyful  fea. 
Behold,  the  monarch  plows  his  liquid  way  : 
His  fleets  in  thunder  through  the  world  dviclare^ 
Whofe  empire  they  obey,  whofe  arms  they  bear. 
Blefs'd  by  afpiring  winds,  he  .finds  the  flrand 
Blacken'd  with  crowds  ;  he  fees  the  nation  Hand, 
Blefling  his  fafety,  proud  of  his  command. 
In  various  tongues  he  hears  the  captains  dwell 
On  their  great  leader's  praife  ;  by  turns  they  tell, 
And  liften,  each  with  emulous  glor}"  fir'd, 
.How  William  conquer'd,  and  how  France  retir'd ; 
How  Belgia,  freed,  the  hero's  arm  confefs'd, 
But  trembled  for  the  courage  which  flie  bleil. 

O  Louis,  from  this  gi-eat  example  know, 
To  be  at  once  a  hero  and  a  foe  : 
By  founding  trumpets,  hear,  and  rattling  drums,. 
W^hen  William  to  the  open  vengeance  comes : 
And  fee  the  foldier  plead  the  monarch's  right. 
Heading  his  troops,  and  foremoll  in  the  fight. 

Hence  then,  clofe  ambufli  and  perfidious  war,. 
Down  to  your  native  feats  of  night  repair. 
And  thou,  Bellona,  weep  thy  cruel  pride 
Rellrain'd,  behind  the  vigor's  chariot  tied 
In  brazen  knots  and  everlafting  chains 
(So  Europe's  peace,  fo  William's  fate  ordains). 

0^4  While 
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While  on  the  ivory  chair,  in  happy  flate, 

He  fits,  fecure  in  innocence,  and  great 

In  regal  clemency  ;  and  views  beneath 

Averted  darts  of  rage,  and  pointlefs  arms  of  death. 

T    H    E 

SECRETARY. 

WRITTEN    AT    THE    HAGUE,    1 696, 

"T '^T  H I L  E  with  labour  afTiduoiis  due  pleafure  I  mix. 

And  in  one  day  atone  for  the  bufmefs  of  fix, 
In  a  little  Dutch  chaife  on  a  Saturday  night, 
On  my  left-hand  my  Horace,  a  Nymph  on  my  right ; 
No  memoirs  to  compofe,  and  no  poll-boy  to  move, 
That  on  Sunday  may  hinder  the  foftnefs  of  love ; 
For  her,  neither  vifits,  nor  parties  at  tea, 
Nor  the  long-winded  cant  of  a  dull  refugee. 
This  night  and  the  next  fhall  be  hers,  fliall  be  mine. 
To  good  or  ni-fortime  the  third  we  refign  : 
Thus  fcorning  the  world  and  fuperior  to  fate, 
I  drive  on  my  car  in  proceflional  ftate. 
So  with  Phia  through  Athens  Pififtratus  rode ; 
Men  thought  her  Minerva,  and  him  a  new  god. 
But  why  fliould  I  ftories  of  Athens  rehearfe. 
Where  people  knew  love,  and  were  partial  to  verfe  ; 
Since  none  can  with  juilice  my  pleafures  oppofe, 
in  Holland  half  drowned  in  interell  and  profe  ? 
By  Greece  and  paft  ages  what  need  I  be  tried. 
When  The  Hague  and  the  prefent  are  both  on  my  fide  ? 

And 
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And  is  it  enough  for  the  joys  of  the  day, 

T'o  think  what  Anacreon  or  Sappho  would  fay  ? 

When  good  Vandergoes,  and  his  provident  Vrow, 

As  they  gaze  on  my  triumph,  do  freely  allow, 

That,  fearch  all  the  province,  you'll  find  no  man  dar  is. 

So  blell  as  the  Enghfhen  Heer  Secretar'  is. 


T    O 

CLOE      WEEPING. 

C  E  E,  whilft  thou  weep'ft,  fair  Cloe,  fee 

The  world  in  fympathy  with  thee. 
The  cheerful  birds  no  longer  fing ; 
Each  drops  his  head,  and  hangs  his  wing. 
The  clouds  have  bent  their  bofom  lower, 
And  (hed  their  forrows  in  a  fhower. 
The  brooks  beyond  their  limits  flow  ; 
And  louder  murmurs  fpeak  their  woe. 
The  nymphs  and  fwains  adopt  thy  cares  ; 
They  heave  thy  fighs,  and  weep  thy  tears. 
Fantaftic  nymph  !  that  grief  fhould  move 
Thy  heart  obdurate  againft  love. 
Strange  tears  !  whofe  power  can  foften  all. 
But  that  dear  breafl  on  which  they  fall. 


TO 
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AN         ODE. 

I. 

EAR  Howard,  from  the  foft  afTaults  of  love. 
Poets  and  Painters  never  are  fecure  ; 
Can  I  untouch'd  the  fair-one's  paffions  move, 
Or  thou  draw  beauty,  and  not  feel  its  power  ? 
II. 
To  great  Apelles  when  young  Ammon  brought 

The  darling  idol  of  his  captive  heart ; 
And  the  pleas'd  nymph  with  kind  attention  fat,. 
To  have  her  charms  recorded  by  his  art : 
III. 
The  amorous  matter  own'd  her  potent  eyes  ; 

SighM  when  he  look'd,  and  trembled  as  he  drew ; 
Each  flowing  line  confirm'd  his  lirft  furprife. 
And,  as  the  piece  advanced,  the  pafiion  grew.. 
IV. 
While  Philip's  fon,  while  Venus'  fon,  was  near,, 

"V\(^hat  different  tortures  does  his  bofom  feel ! 
Great  was  the  Rival,  and  the  God  fevere  : 
Nor  could  he  hide  his  flame,  nor  durfl:  reveaL 
V. 
The  prince,  renown'd  in  bounty  as  in  arms,, 

V/ith  pity  faw  the  ill-conceal'd  difl:refs ; 
Quitted  his  title  to  Campafpe's  charms. 

And  gave  the  fair-one  to  the  friend's  embrace. 

VI.  Thug 


TO    MR.     HOWARD.  235 

VI. 
Thus  the  more  beauteous  Cloe  fat  to  thee, 

Good  Howard,  emulous  of  the  Grecian  art : 
But  happy  thou,  from  Cupid's  arrow  free, 

And  flames  that  pierc'd  thy  predeceflbr's  heart  J 
VII. 
Had  thy  poor  brcaft  receiv'd  an  equal  pain  ; 

Had  I  been  veiled  with  the  monarch's  power ; 
Thou  muft  have  figli'd,  unlucky  youth,  in  vain  ; 

Nor  from  my  bounty  hadft  thou  found  a  cure. 
VIII. 
Though,  to  convince  thee  that  the  friend  did  feel 

A  kind  concern  for  thy  ill-fated  care, 
I  would  have  footh'd  the  flame  I  could  not  heal ; 

Given  thee  the  world  ;  though  I  with-held  the  fair, 

LOVE      DISARMED. 


T>ENEATH  a  myrtle's  verdant  fliade 
"*^  As  Cloe  half  afleep  was  laid, 
Cupid  perch'd  lighlly  on  her  breaft. 
And  in  that  heaven  defir'd  to  refl; : 
Over  her  paps  his  wings  he  fpread  ; 
Between  he  found  a  downy  bed, 
And  neftled  in  his  little  head. 

Still  lay  the  God  :  the  nymph,  furpris'd, 
Yet  miftrefs  of  herfelf,  dev-is'd 
How  flie  the  vagrant  might  inthral, 
And  captive  him,  who  captives  all. 


} 
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Her  bodice  half-way  flie  unlac'd  ; 
About  his  arms  fhe  flily  call 
The  filken  bond,  and  held  him  fail. 

The  god  awak'd  ;  and  thrice  in  vain 
He  ftrove  to  break  the  cruel  chain  ; 
And  thrice  in  vain  he  fhook  his  wing, 
Incumber'd  in  the  filken  ftring. 

Fluttering  the  God,  and  weeping,  faid, 
Pity  poor  Cupid,  generous  maid. 
Who  happen'd,  being  blind,  to  ftray, 
And  on  thy  bofom  loft  his  way  ; 
Who  ftray'd,  alas  !  but  knew  too  well, 
He  never  there  muft  hope  to  dwell ; 
Set  an  unhappy  prifoner  free. 
Who  ne'er  intended  harm  to  thee. 

To  me  pertains  not,  fhe  replies. 
To  know  or  care  where  Cupid  flies  ; 
What  are  his  haunts,  or  which  his  way  ; 
Where  he  would  dwell,  or  whither  ftray  : 
Yet  will  I  never  fet  thee  free  ; 
For  harm  was  meant,  and  harm  to  me. 

Vain  fears  that  vex  thy  virgin  heart ! 
I'll  give  thee  up  my  bow  and  dart ; 
Untangle  but  this  cruel  chain, 
And  freely  let  me  fly  again. 

Agreed  :  fecure  my  virgin  heart : 
Inftant  give  up  thy  bow  and  dart : 
The  chain  I'll  in  return  untie  ; 
And  freely  thou  again  flialt  fly. 


I 


Thus 
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Thus  file  the  captive  did  dch'ver ; 
The  captive  thus  gave  up  his  quiver. 
The  God  difarm'd,  e'er  fince  that  day, 
Pafles  his  life  in  harmlefs  play ; 
Flies  round,  or  fits  upon  her  breaft, 
A  little,  fluttering,  idle  gueft. 

E'er  fince  that  day,  the  beauteous  maid 
Governs  the  world  in  Cupid's  Head ; 
Direfts  his  arrow  as  (he  wills  ; 
Gives  grief,  or  pleafure  ;  fpares,  or  kills. 


CLOE      HUNTING, 

T3EHIND  her  neck  her  comely  treffes  tied, 

-■-'  Her  ivory  quiver  graceful  by  her  Tide, 

A  hunting  Cloe  went :  (he  loll  her  way. 

And  through  the  woods  uncertain  chanc'd  to  ftray, 

Apollo,  pafling  by,  beheld  the  maid ; 

And,  filler  dear,  bright  Cynthia,  turn,  he  faid  : 

The  hunted  hind  lies  clofe  in  yonder  brake. 

Loud  Cupid  laugh'd,  to  fee  the  God's  miilake ; 

And,  laughing,  cried.  Learn  better,  great  divine, 

To  know  thy  kindred,  and  to  honour  mine. 

Rightly  advis'd  far  hence  thy  filler  feek. 

Or  on  Meander's  bank,  or  Latmus'  peak. 

But  in  this  nymph,  my  friend,  my  filler  know : 

She  draws  my  arrows,  and  fhe  bends  my  bow.: 

Fair  Thames  fhe  haunts,  and  every  neighbouring  grove. 

Sacred  to  foft  recefs,  and  gentle  love. 

Go, 
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Go,  with  thy  Cynthia,  hurl  the  pointed  fpeaf 
At  the  rough  boar,  or  chafe  the  flying  deer : 
I  and  my  Cloe  take  a  nobler  aim : 
At  human  hearts  we  fling,  nor  ever  mifs  the  game. 


CUPID    AND    GANYMEDE. 

TN  Heaven,  one  holy-day,  you  read 

In  wife  Anacreon,  Ganymede 
Drew  heedlefs  Cupid  in,  to  throw 
A  main,  to  pafs  an  hour,  or  fo. 
The  little  Trojan,  by  the  way, 
By  Hermes  taught,  play'd  all  the  play. 

The  god  unhappily  engag'd. 
By  nature  rafli,  by  play  enrag'd, 
Complain'd,  and  figh'd,  and  cried  and  fretted  5 
Loft  every  earthly  thing  he  betted  : 
In  ready  money,  all  the  ftore 
Pick'd  up  long  fmce  from  Danae's  fliower ; 
A  fnuff"-box,  fet  with  bleeding  hearts. 
Rubies,  all  pierc'd  with  diamond  darts ; 
His  nine-pins  made  of  myrtle  wood 
(The  tree  in  Ida's  foreft  ftood)  ; 
His  bowl  pure  gold,  the  very  fame 
Which  Paris  gave  the  Cyprian  dame  ; 
Two  table-books  In  fliagreen  covers, 
Fill'd  with  good  verfe  from  real  lovers  ; 
Merchandife  rare  !  a  billet-doux, 
Its  matter  paffionate,  yet  true  ; 

2  Heap! 
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Heaps  of  hair-rings,  and  cypher'd  feals  ; 
Rich  trifles  ;  ferious  bagatelles. 

What  fad  diforders  play  begets  ! 
Defperate  and  mad,  at  length  he  fets 
Thofe  darts,  vvhofe  points  make  gods  adore 
His  might,  and  deprecate  his  power  : 
Thofe  darts,  whence  all  our  joy  and  pain 
Arife  :  thofe  darts  —  Come,  feven's  the  main, 
Cries  Ganymede  :  the  ufual  trick  : 
Seven,  flur  a  fix  ;  eleven  :  a  nick. 

Ill  news  goes  fall :  'twas  quickly  known 
That  fimple  Cupid  was  undone. 
Swifter  than  lightning  Venus  flew  : 
Too  late  fhe  found  the  thing  too  true. 
Guefs  how  the  goddefs  greets  her  fon  ; 
Come  hither,  fiiTah  ;  no,  begone  ; 
And,  hark  ye,  is  it  fo  indeed  ? 
A  comrade  you  for  Ganymede  ? 
An  imp  as  wicked,  for  his  age, 
As  any  earthly  lady's  page  ; 
A  fcandal  and  a  fcourge  to  Troy ; 
A  prince's  fon  ;  a  black-guard  boy  ; 
A  fliarper,  that  with  box  and  dice 
Draws  in  young  deities  to  vice. 
All  Heaven  Is  by  the  ears  together, 
Since  firfl:  that  little  rogue  came  hither  ; 
Juno  herfelf  has  kad  no  peace  : 
And  truly  I've  been  favour'd  lefs : 
For  Jove,  as  Fame  reports  (but  Fame 
^ays  things  not  fit  for  me  to  name), 

Haj 
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Has  afted  ill  for  fuch  a  god, 
And  taken  ways  extremely  odd. 

And  thou,  unhappy  child,  fhe  faid, 
(Her  anger  by  her  grief  allay'd) 
Unhappy  child,  who  thus  haft  loft 
All  the  eftate  we  e'er  could  boaft ; 
Whither,  O  whither  wilt  thou  run, 
Thy  name  defpis'd,  thy  weaknefs  known  ? 
Nor  fhall  thy  fhrine  on  earth  be  crown'd ; 
Nor  fhall  thy  power  in  heaven  be  own'd  ; 
When  thou  nor  man  nor  god  canft  wound. 

Obedient  Cupid  kneeling  cried, 
Ceafe,  deareft  mother,  ceafe  to  chide  : 
Gany's  a  cheat,  and  I'm  a  bubble  : 
Yet  why  this  great  excefs  of  trouble  ? 
The  dice  were  falfe  :  the  darts  are  gone  :; 
Yet  how  are  you,  or  I,  undone  ? 

The  lofs  of  thefe  I  can  fupply 
With  keener  fhafts  from  Cloe's  eye  : 
Fear  not  we  e'er  can  be  difgrac'd 
While  that  bright  magazine  fhall  laft  : 
Your  crowded  alt-ars  ftill  fhall  fmoke  ; 
And  man  your  friendly  aid  invoke  : 
Jove  fhall  again  revere  your  power. 
And  life  a  fwan,  or  fall  a  fhower* 
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CUPID 
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CUPID      MISTAKEN. 

T. 

A   S  after  noon,  one  fummer's  day, 
Venus  flood  bathing  in  a  river ; 
Cupid  a-fhooting  went  that  way,. 

New  ftrung  his  bow,  new  fill'd  his  quiver. 
11. 
With  fl-cill  he  cliofe  his  fharpeft  dart, 

With  all  his  might  his  bow  he  drew  ; 
Swift  to  his  beauteous  parent's  heart 
The  too-well-guided  arrow  flew. 
III. 
I  f:iint  !   I  die  !   the  goddefs  cried  : 

0  cruel,  could'ft  thou  find  none  other. 
To  wreck  thy  fpleen  on  ?  parricide  ! 

Like  Nero,  thou  haft  flain  thy  mother. 
IV. 
Poor  Cupid  fobbing  fcarce  could  fpeak ; 

Indeed,  Mamma,  I  did  not  know  ye  : 
Alas  !  how  eafy  my  miftake  ! 

1  took  you  for  your  likencfs  Cloe. 

VENUS      MISTAKEN. 

"^nCTHEN  Cloe's  pifture  was  to  Venus  fhown, 
^  ^     Surpris'd,  the  goddefs  took  it  for  her  own. 

And  what,  faid  flie,  does  this  bold  painter  mean  ? 

When  was  I  bathing  thus,  and  naked  feen  ? 
Vol.  XXXII.  R  II.  Pleas'd 
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Pleased  Cupid  heard,  and  check'd  his  mother's  pride 
And  v.'ho's  blind  now,  Mamma  ?  the  mxhin  cried. 
Tis  Cloe's  eye,  and  cheek,  and  lip,  and  breaft  : 
Friend  Howard's  genius  fancied  all  the  reft. 


A  SONG. 

T  F  wine  and  mufick  have  the  power 
-*-  To  eafe  the  ficknefs  of  the  foul ; 
Let  Phoebus  every  ftring  explore, 

And  Bacchus  fill  the  fprlghtly  bowl. 
Let  them  their  friendly  aid  employ. 

To  make  my  Cloe's  abfence  light ; 
And  feek  for  pleafure,  to  deftroy 

The  forrov?s  of  this  live-long  night. 

But  file  to-morrow  will  return  : 
Venus,  be  thou  to-morrow  great ; 

Thy  myrtles  llrow,  thy  odours  burn ; 
And  meet  thy  favourite  nymph  in  ftate. 

Kind  goddefs,  to  no  other  powers    - 
Let  us  to-morrow's  bleffino-s  own  : 

o 

Thy  darling  loves  fhall  guide  the  hours  ; 
And  all  the  day  be  thine  alone. 


THE 
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THE         DOVE. 

<<  —  Tantaenc  aniinis  coeleftihus  irae  ?  ■  Vi  r  g. 

I. 

T  N  Virgil's  facred  verfe  we  find, 

That  paflion  can  dcprefs  or  raife 
The  heavenly,  as  the  human  mind  : 
Who  dare  deny  what  Virgil  fays  ? 
II. 
Eut,  if  they  fhould,  what  our  great  m'after 
Has  thus  laid  down  my  tale  fhall  prove ; 
Fair  Venus  wept  the  fad  difafter 
Of  having  loft  her  favourite  Dove. 
III. 
In  complaifancc  poor  Cupid  mourn'd  ; 
His  grief  reliev'd  his  mother's  pain  ; 
He  vow'd  he'd  leave  no  ftone  unturn'd, 
But  fhe  fhould  have  her  Dove  again. 
IV. 
Though  none,  faid  he,  fliall  yet  be  nam'd, 

I  know  the  felon  well  enough  : 
But  be  iTie  not,  Mamma,  condemn'd 
Without  a  fair  and  legal  proof. 
V. 
With  that,  his  longcft  dart  he  took. 
As  conftable  would  take  his  ftaff : 
That  gods  defire  like  men  to  look, 
Would  make  ev'n  Heraclitus  laugh. 

R-2  VT.  Lovc'» 
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VI. 
Love's  fubalterns,  a  duteous  band, 

Like  watchmen,  round  their  chief  appear; 
Each  had  his  lantern  in  his  hand ; 

And  Venus  mallc'd  brought  up  the  rean 
VIL 
Accoutred  thus,  their  eager  ftep 

To  Cloe's  lodging  they  diredled  : 
(At  once  I  write,  alas  !  and  weep. 
That  Cloe  is  of  theft  fufpe6led). 
VIII. 
Late  they  fct  out,  had  far  to  go  : 

St,  Dunilan's  as  they  pafs'd  ftruck  one. 
Cloe,  for  reafons  good,  you  know. 
Lives  at  the  fober  end  o'  th'  town. 
IX. 
With  one  great  peal  they  rap  the  door,. 

Like  footmen  on  a  vifiting-day. 
Folks  at  her  houfe  at  fuch  an  hour  ! 

Lord  !  v/hat  will  all  the  neighbours  fay  ?' 
X. 
The  door  is  open  :  up  they  run  : 

Nor  prayers,  nor  threats,  divert  their  fpeed  :: 
Thieves  !  thieves  !  cries  Sufan  ;  we're  undone  ;. 
They'll  kill  my  miftrefs  in  her  bed. 
XL 
In  bed  indeed  the  nyn^ph  had  been 

Three  hours  :  for,  all  hiftorians  fay. 
She  commonly  went  up  at  ten, 

Unlefs  piquet  was  in  the  way. 

^^  .    XII.  She 
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XII. 
She  wak'd,  be  fure,  with  flrange  furprifc : 

O  Cupid,  is  this  right  or  law, 

'Thus  to  diflurb  the  brighteft  eyes, 

That  ever  flept,  or  ever  faw  ? 

XIII. 

Have  you  obferv'd  a  fitting  hare, 

Liftening,  and  fearful  of  the  ftorni 

Of  horns  and  hounds,  clap  back  her  ear. 

Afraid  to  keep,  or  leave  her  form  ? 

XIV. 

Or  have  you  marked  a  partridge  quake, 

Viewing  the  towering  falcon  nigh  i 
She  cuddles  low  behind  the  brake  ; 
Nor  would  fhe  flay ;  nor  dares  (he  fly, 
XV. 
Then  have  you  feen  the  beauteous  maid  ; 

When  gazing  on  her  midnight  foes. 
She  turn'd  each  way  her  frighted  head. 
Then  funk  it  deep  beneath  the  clothes, 
XVI. 
Venus  this  while  was  in  the  chamber 

Incognito  :  for  Sufan  faid. 
It  fmelt  fo  ftrong  of  myrrh  and  amber — 
And  Sufan  is  no  lying  maid. 
XVII. 
But,  fiiice  we  have  no  prefent  need 

Of  Venus  for  an  epifode  : 
With  Cupid  let  us  e'en  proceed  ; 
And  thus  to  Cloe  fpoke  the  god ; 

R  3  XVIir.  Hold 
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XVITI. 
Hold  up  your  head  :  hold  up  your  hand  % 

Would  it  were  not  my  lot  to  fhew  ye 
This  cruel  writ,  wherein  you  Hand 
Indidled  by  the  name  of  Cloe  ! 
XIX. 
For  that,  by  fccret  malice  llirr'd, 

Or  by  an  emulous  pride  invited, 
You  have  purloin 'd  the  favourite  bird, 
In  which  my  mothei'  rwoft  delighted, 
XX. 
Her  blufhing  face  the  lovely  maid 

Rais'd  jull  above  the  milk-white  fheet  ; 
A  rofe-tree  in  a  lily  bed 

Nor  glows  fo  red,  nor  breathes  fo  fweet. 
XXI. 
Are  you  not  he  whom  virgins  fear, 

And  widows  court  ?  is  not  your  name 
Cupid  ?  If  fo,  pray  come  not  near — 
Fair  maiden,  I'm  the^very  fame. 
XXII. 
Then  what  have  I,  good  fir,  to  fay, 

Or  do  \\  th  her  you  call  your  mother  ? 
If  I  ihouM  meet  her  in  my  way. 
We  hardly  court'fy  to  each  other. 
XXIII. 
Diana  chafte,  and  Hebe  fweet, 

Witnefs  that  what  1  fpeak  is  true  : 
I  would  not  give  my  Paroquet 
For  all  the  Doves  that  ever  flew. 

XXIV.  Yet, 
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XXIV. 
Yet,  to  compofe  this  midnight  noife, 

Go  freely  fearch  where-e'er  you  pleafe 
(The  rage,  that  rais'd,  adorn'd  her  voice) — 
Upon  yon'  toilet  lie  my  keys. 
XXV. 
Her  keys  he  takes  ;  her  doors  unlocks  ; 

Through  wardrobe  and  through  clofet  bounces  ; 
Peeps  into  every  cheft  and  box  ; 

Turns  all  her  furbeloes  and  flounces. 
XXVI. 
But  Dove,  depend  on't,  finds  he  none  ; 

So  to  the  bed  returns  again  : 
And  now  the  maiden,  bolder  grown, 
Begins  to  treat  him  wIlIi  difdain. 
XXVII. 
I  marvel  much,  fhe  fmiling  faid, 

Your  poultry  cannot  yet  be  found ; 
Lies  he  in  yonder  Hipper  dead  ? 

Or,  may  be,  In  the  tea-pot  drown'd  ? 
XXVIII. 
No,  traitor,  angiy  Love  replies, 

He's  hid  fomewhere  about  your  bread  ; 
A  phce  nor  god  nor  man  denies. 
For  Venus'  Dove  the  proper  neft. 
XXIX. 
Search,  then,  fhe  faid,  put  in  your  hand. 

And  Cynthia,  dear  proteftrefs,  guard  me  t 
As  guilty  I,  or  free,  may  ftand, 
Do  thou  or  punlfh  or  reward  me. 

R  4  XXX.  But 
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XXX. 

But  ah  !  what  maid  to  Love  can  trufll 
He  fcorns,  and  breaks,  all  legal  power  : 

Jnto  her  breall  his  hand  he  thruil ; 
And  in  a  moment  forced  it  lower. 

XXXI. 

O,  whither  do  thofe  fingers  rove, 

Cries  Cloe,  treacherous  urchin,  whither? 

O  Venus !   I  fliall  find  thy  Dove, 

Says  he  ;  for  fure  I  touch  his  feathec 


LOVER'S      ANGER. 

A  S  Cloe  came  into  the  room  t'  other  day, 
•"^        I  peevifh  began  ;  where  fo  long  could  you  Hay  ? 
In  your  life-time  you  never  regarded  your  hour ; 
You  promis'd  at  two  ;  and  (pray  look,  child)  'tis  four^ 
A  lady's  watch  needs  neither  figures  nor  wheels ; 
"Tis  enough,  that  'tis  loaded  with  baubles  and  feals. 
A  temper  fo  heedlefs  no  mortal  can  bear — 
Thus  far  I  went  on  with  a  refclute  air. 

Lord  blefs  me  !  faid  (he  ;  let  a  body  but  fpeak  ! 
Here's  an  ugly  hard  rofe-bud  fallen  into  my  neck  : 
It  has  hurt  me,  and  vext  me  to  fuch  a  degree — 
^c  he].-e  !  for  you  never  believe  me  5  pray  fee, 

On 
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On  the  left  fide  my  breaft,  what  a  mark  it  has  made  ! 
So  faying,  her  bofom  fhe  carelefs  difplay'd  : 
That  feat  of  dehght  I  with  wonder  furvey'd, 
And  forgot  every  word  I  defign'd  to  have  faid. 


MERCURY    AND    CUPID. 

TN  fullen  humour  one  day  Jove 

"^  Sent  Hermes  down  to  Ida's  grove, 

Commanding  Cupid  to  dehVer 

His  ftore  of  darts,  his  total  quiver  ; 

That  Hermes  fhould  the  weapons  break, 

Or  throw  them  into  Lethe's  lake. 

Hermes,  you  know,  mull  do  his  errand  : 
He  found  his  man,  produc'd  his  warrant ; 
Cupid  !  your  darts — -thrs  very  hour — 
There's  no  contending  againft  power  ! 

How  fallen  Jupiter,  juft  now, 
I  think  I  faid  ;  and  you'll  allow 
That  Cupid  was  as  bad  as  he  : 
Hear  but  the  youngfter's  repartee. 

Come,  kinfman   (faid  the  little  god), 
Put  off  your  wings,  lay  by  your  rod  ; 
Retire  with  me  to  yonder  bower. 
And  reft  yourfelf  for  half  an  hour  : 
'Tis  far  indeed  from  hence  to  heaven  ; 
But  you  fly  faft :  and  'tis  but  feven. 
V/e'll  take  one  cooling  cup  of  neftar  ; 
And  drink  to  this  celellial  Hedor, 


} 


He 


a50  P  R  I  O  R  '  S    P  O  E  M  S. 

He  break  my  darts  !   or  hurt  my  power  I 
He,  Leda's  fwan,  and  Danae's  fliower  ! 
Go,  bid  him  his  wife  tongue  rellrain, 
And  mind  his  thunder,  and  his  rain. — 
My  darts  !   O  certainly  I'll  give  'em  : 
From  Cloe's  eyes  he  fhall  receive  'em. 
There's  one,  the  beft  in  all  my  quiver, 
Twang  !  through  his  very  heart  and  liver; 
He  then  fhall  pine,  and  figh,  and  rave  : 
Good  Lord  !  what  bullle  fluall  we  liave ! 
Neptune  muft  ftraight  be  fent  to  fea, 
And  Flora  fummon'd  twice  a  day  : 
One  mull  find  (hells,  and  t'  other  flowers. 
For  cooling  grots,  and  fragrant  bowers. 
That  Cloe  may  be  ferv'd  in  ftate. 
The  Hours  mull  at  her  toilet  wait : 
Whilft  all  the  reafoning  fools  below 
Wonder  their  watches  go  too  flow, 
Lybs  muft  fly  fouth,  and  Eurus  eaft. 
For  jewels  for  her  hair  and  breaft. 
Ko  matter,  though  their  cruel  hafte 
Sink  cities,  and  lay  forefls  wafte. 
No  matter,  though  this  fleet  be  loft  ; 
Or  that  lie  v\^ind- bound  on  the  coaft. 
What  whifpering  in  my  mother's  ear  ! 
What  care,  that  Juno  fliould  not  hear  I 
What  work  among  you  fcholar  gods  ! 
Phoebus  muft  write  him  amorous  odes. 
And  thou,  poor  coufin,  muft  compofe 
His  letters  in  fubmiflive  profe : 


Whilft 
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Whilil  haughty  Cloe,  to  fuftain 
The  honour  of  my  myllic  reign, 
Shall  all  Ill's  gifts  and  vows  difdain, 
And  laugh  at  your  old  bully's  pain. 

Dear  couz,  faid  Hermes  in  a  fright, 
For  Heaven's  fake  !  keep  your  darts  :  good  night. 


I 


ON  BEAUTY, 

A  RIDDLE. 

■p  E SOLVE  me,  Cloe,  what  is  this: 
-*-^   Or  forfeit  me  one  precious  kifs. 
'Tis  the  firft  offspring  of  the  Graces  ; 
Bears  different  forms  in  different  places  ; 
Acknowledged  fine,  where'er  beheld  ; 
Yet  fancied  finer,  when  conceal'd. 
'Twas  Flora's  wealth,  and  Circe's  charm  ; 
Pandora's  box  of  good  and  hai-m  : 
'Twas  Mars's  wifh,  Endymion's  dream  ; 
Apelles'  draught,  and  Ovid's  theme. 
This  guided  Thefeiis  through  the  maze ; 
And  fent  him  home  with  life  and  praife  : 
But  this  undid  the  Phrygian  boy  ; 
And  blew  the  flames  that  ruin'd  Troy. 
This  fhew'd  great  kindnefs  to  old  Greece, 
And  help'd  rich  Jafon  to  the  fleece. 
This  through  the  Eaff  juil  vengeance  hurl'd, 

And  lofl  poor  Anthony  the  world. 

Injur'd, 
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Injur'd,  thougli  Lucrece  found  her  doom. 
This  banifli'd  tyranny  from  Rome. 
Appeas'd,  though  Lais  gaiii'd  her  hire  ; 
This  fet  Perfepohs  on  fire. 
For  this  Alcides  learn'd  to  fpin: 
His  ckib  laid  down,  and  hon's  {\un. 
For  this  Apollo  deign'd  to  keep. 
With  fervile  care,  a  mortal's  (heep. 
For  this  the  father  of  the  Gods, 
Content  to  leave  his  high  abodes. 
In  borrowed  figures  loofely  ran, 
Europa's  bull,  and  Leda's  fvvan  : 
For  this  he  reaffumes  the  nod 
(While  Semele  commands  the  God) ; 
Launches  the  bolt,  and  fhakes  the  poles ; 
Though  Momus  laughs,  and  Juno  fcolds. 

Here  liftening  Cloe  fmiPd,  and  faid  ; 
Your  riddle  is  not  hard  to  read  : 
I  guefs  it — F^ir-one,  if  you  do. 
Need  I,  alas  !  the  theme  purfue  ? 
For  this,  thou  feeft,  for  this  I  leave 
Whatever  the  world  thinks  wife  or  grave. 
Ambition,  bufinefs,  friendfliip,  news. 
My  ufeful  books,  and  ferious  Mufe. 
For  this,  I  willingly  decline 
The  mirth  of  fealls,  and  joys  of  wine  ; 
And  choofe  to  fit  and  talk  with  thee 
(As  thy  great  orders  may  decree) 
Of  cocks  and  bulls,  and  flutes  and  fiddles, 
Of  idle  tales  and  foolifh  riddles. 
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Q_,    U      E       S       T      I       O      N. 

TO        LISETTA. 

TXT  HAT  Nymph  fhould  I  admire,  or  trufl, 

^  ^      But  Cloe  beauteous,  Cloe  jufl  ? 
What  Nymph  fliould  I  defire  to  fee. 
But  her  who  leaves  the  plain  for  me  ? 
To  whom  fliould  I  compofe  the  lay. 
But  her  who  liftens  when  I  play  ? 
To  whom  in  fong  repeat  my  cares. 
But  her  who  in  my  forrow  fliares  ? 
For  whom  fliould  I  the  garland  make. 
But  her  who  joys  the  gift  to  take, 
And  boaflis  flie  wears  it  for  my  fake  ? 
In  love  am  I  not  fully  bleft  ? 
Lifetta,  pr'ythee  tell  the  reft. 

I.  ISETTAVS      REPLY. 

CURE  Cloe  juft,  and  Cloe  fair, 

Deferves  to  he  your  only  care  : 
But,  when  you  and  flie  to-day 
Far  into  the  wood  did  ftray. 
And  I  happened  to  pafs  by  ; 
Which  way  did  you  caft  your  eye  ? 
But,  when  your  cares  to  her  you  fing, 
Yet  dare  not  tell  her  whence  they  fpring ; 

Dfcfi 
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Does  It  not  more  afflift  your  heart, 
That  in  thofe  cares  fhe  bears  a  part  ? 
When  you  the  flowers  for  Cloe  twine, 
Why  do  you  to  her  garland  join 
The  meaneft  bud  that  falls  from  mine  ? 
Simpleil  of  fwains  !  the  world  may  fee. 
Whom  Cloe  loves,  and  who  loves  me. 


GARLAND. 

I. 

T^HE  pride  of  every  grove  I  chofe, 
-^       The  violet  fweet  and  lily  fair. 
The  dappled  pink,  and  blulhing  rofe, 
To  deck  my  charming  Cloe's  hair. 
II. 
At  morn  the  nymph  vouchfaPd  to  place 

Upon  her  brow  the  various  wreath  ; 
The  flowers  lefs  blooming  than  her  face. 
The  fcent  lefs  fragrant  than  her  breath. 
III. 
The  flowers  flie  wore  along  the  day  : 

And  every  nymph  and  fiiepherd  faid, 
That  in  her  hair  they  look'd  more  gay 
Than  glowing  In  their  native  bed. 
IV. 
tJndrefl:  at  evening,  when  fnc  found 

Their  odours  loll,  their  colours  pad  ; 
She  chang'd  her  look,  and  on  the  ground 
Her  garland  and  her  eye  flie  caft. 


} 


V.  That 
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V. 

That  eye  dropt  fenfe  diftinft  and  clear, 

As  any  Mufe's  tongue  could  fpeak, 
When  from  its  Hd  a  pearly  tear 

Ran  trickling  down  her  beauteous  cheek. 
VI. 
DifTembling  what  I  knew  too  well, 

My  love,  my  hfe,  laid  I,  explain 
This  change  of  humour  :  pr'ythee  tell : 

That  falling  tear — what  does  it  mean  ? 
VII. 
She  figh'd  ;  flic  fmil'd  :  and  to  the  flowers 

Pointing,  the  lovely  Moraliil  faid  ; 
See,  friend,  in  fome  fev^r  fleeting  hours. 

See  yonder,  what  a  change  is  made. 
VIII. 
Ah  me  !  the  blooming  pride  of  May, 

And  that  of  Beauty,  are  but  one  : 
At  morn  both  fiourifh  bright  and  gay  ; 

Both  fade  at  evening,  pale,  and  gone. 
IX. 
At  dawn  poor  Stella  danc'd  and  fiing  ; 

The  amorous  youth  around  her  bow'd  : 
At  night  her  fatal  knell  was  rung ; 

I  faw,  and  kifs'd  her  in  her  fhroud. 
X. 
Such  as  flie  is,  who  died  to-day  ; 

Such  I,  alas  !  may  be  to-morrow : 
Go,  Damon,  bid  thy  Mufe  difplay 

The  juHice  of  thy  Cloe's  forrow. 

2  THE 
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THE  LADY  WHO  OFFERS  HER  LOOKING  -  GLASS  TO 

VENUS. 

TAKEN  FROM  AN   EPIGRAM  OF  PLATO* 


"T  TENUS,  take  my  votive  glafs  ; 
Since  I  am  not  what  I  was  1 


What  from  this  day  I  fhall  be, 
Venus,  let  me  never  fee. 


CLOE        JEALOUS^. 

I. 

T^ORBEAR  to  afl^  me,  why  I  weep  ; 
-■-        Vext  Cloe  lo  her  fhepherd  faid  ; 
^Tis  for  my  two  poor  ftragghng  fheep. 

Perhaps,  or  for  my  fquirrel  dead. 
II. 
For  mind  I  what  you  late  have  writ  ? 

Your  fubtle  queilions    and  replies  ? 
Emblems,  to  teach  a  female  wit 

The  ways,  where  changing  Cupid  flies  ? 
III. 
Your  riddle  purpos'd  to  rehearfe 

The  general  power  that  beauty  has : 
But  why  did  no  peculiar  verfe 

Defcribe  one  charm  of  Cloe's  face  ? 

IV.  Tlis 
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IV. 

The  glafs,  which  was  at  Venus'  fhrinc, 

With  fuch  mytterious  forrow  la.J  : 
The  garland  (and  you  call  it  mine) 

Which  fhew'd  how  youth  and  beauty  fade  ; 
V. 
Ten  thoufand  trifles  light  as  thefe 

Nor  can  my  rage,  nor  anger,  move  : 
She  fhould  be  humble,  who  would  pleafe  ; 

And  fhe  mull  fuiFer,  who  can  love. 
VI. 
When  in  my  glafs  I  chanc'd  to  look  ; 

Of  Venus  what  did  I  implore  ? 
That  every  grace,  which  thence  I  took. 

Should  know  to  charm  my  Damon  more^,. 
VII. 
Reading  thy  verfe  ;  who  heeds,  faid  I,, 

If  here  or  there  his  glances  flew  ? 
O,  free  for  ever  be  his  eye, 

Whofe  heart  ro  me  is  always  true !' 
VIII. 
My  bloom  indeed,  my  little  flower 

Of  beauty  quickly  lofl:  its  pride  : 
For,  fever'd  from  its  native  bower. 

It  on  thy  glowing  bofom  dy'd. 
IX. 
Yet  car'd  I  not  what  might  prefage 

Or  withering  wreath,  or  fleeting  youth  5 
Love  I  efteem'd  more  flirong  than  Age, 

And  Time  lefs  permanent  than  Truth. 

Vol.  XXXII.  S  X.  Why 
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X. 

Why  then  I  WiCep,  forbear  to  know  r 

Fall  uncontroll'd,  my  tears,  and  free  ; 
O  Damon  !  tis  the  only  woe, 

I  ever  yet  conceaPd  from  thee. 
XI. 
The  fecret  wound  with  which  I  bleed 

Shall  lie  wrapt  up,  ev'n  in  my  hearfe  ; 
But  on  my  tomb-ftone  thou  (halt  read 

My  anfwer  to  thy  dubious  verfe. 

ANSWER    TO   CL  OE   JE  ALOU  S, 

IN  THE  SAME  STYLE;    THE   AUTHOR  SICK. 

I 

'XT'E  S,  faireft  proof  of  Beauty's  power, 

^        Dear  idol  of  my  panting  heart, 
Nature  points  this  my  fatal  hour  : 
And  I  have  liy'd  ;  and  we  muft  part. 
II. 
While  now-  I  take  my  laft  adieu. 

Heave  thou  no  figh,  nor  fhed  a  tear  ; 
Left  yet  my  half-clos'd  eye  may  view 
On  earth  an  objeft  worth  its  care, 
III. 
From  Jealoufy's  tormenting  ftrife 

For  ever  be  thy  bofom  freed : 

That  nothing  may  difturb  thy  life, 

Content  I  haften  to  the  dead. 

IV.  Yet 
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IV. 

Yet  when  fome  better-fated  youth 

Shall  with  his  amorous  parley  move  thee  ; 

Refled:  one  moment  en  his  truth 

Who,  dying  thus,  perfifts  to  love  thee. 


BETTER     ANSWER. 

I. 
T^EAR  Cloe,  how  blubber'd  is  that  pretty  face  ! 
"^-^   Thy  cheek  all  on  fire,  and  thy  hair  all  uncurl'd  s 
Pr'ythec  quit  this  caprice  ;  and  (as  old  Falftafffays) 
Let  us  ev'n  talk  a  little  Hke  folks  of  this  world. 
II. 
How  canft  thou  prefumc,  thou  haft  leave  to  dcftroy 

The  beauties,  which  Venus  but  lent  to  thy  keeping  ? 
Thofe  looks  were  defign'd  to  infpire  love  and  joy  : 
More  ordinary  eyes  may  ferve  people  for  weeping. 
III. 
To  be  vext  at  a  trifle  or  two  that  I  writ, 

Your  judgment  at  once,  and  my  palTion,  you  wrong ; 

You  take  that  for  faft,  which  will  fcarcc  be  found  wit : 

Od's-life  !    muft  one  fwear  to  the  truth  of  a  fong  \ 

IV. 

What  I  fpeak,  my  fair  Cloe,  and  what  I  write,  (hews 

The  difference  there  is  betwixt  nature  and  art : 
I  court  others  in  verfe ;  but  I  love  thee  in  profe  ; 
And  they  have  my  whimfies,  but  thou  haft  my  heart. 
S   2  V.  The 
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V. 
The  God  of  us  verfe-men  fyou  know,  child)  the  Sun> 

How  after  his  journeys  he  fets  up  his  reft  ; 
If  at  morning  o'er  earth  'tis  his  fancy  to  run  ; 

At  night  he  declines  on  his  Thetis's  breaft. 
VI. 
So  when  I  am  weary'd  with  wandering  all  day, 

To  thee  my  delight  in  the  evening  I  come  •, 
No  matter  what  beauties  I  faw  in  my  way ; 

They  were  but  my  vifits,  but  thou  art  my  home*' 
VII. 
Then  finifh,  dear  Cloe,  this  paftoral  war  ; 

And  let  us  like  Horace  and  Lydia  agree  : 
For  thou  art  a  girl  as  much  brighter  than  her^. 

As  he  was  a  poet  fublimer  than  me. 

PALLAS     AND     VENUS. 

AN    EPIGRAM. 

'T^HE  Trojan  Swain  had  judg'd  the  great  difpute> 
-^     And  Beauty's  power  obtain'd  the  golden  fruit  ; 
When  Venus,  loofe  in  all  her  naked  charms, 
Met  Jove's  great  daughter  clad  in  fhining  arms. 
The  wanton  goddefs  view'd  the  warlike  maid 
From  head  to  foot,  and  tauntingly  fhe  faid : 
Yield,  fifter  ;  rival,  yield  :   naked,  you  fee, 
I  vanquifh :   guefs  how  potent  I  fhould  be, 
If  to  the  field  I  came  in  armour  dreft ; 
Dreadful,  like  thine,  my  Ihield,  <ind  terrible  my  creft  ! 

The 
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The  wanior  goddefs  with  cllfdain  reply'd  : 
Thy  folly,  child,  is  equal  to  thy  pride  : 
Let  a  brave  enemy  for  once  advife. 
And  Venus  (if  'tis  poiTible)  be  wife. 
Thou,  to  be  llrong,  muft  put  off  every  drefs : 
Thy  only  armour  is  thy  nakednefs  ; 
And  more  than  once  (or  tliou  art  much  bely'd) 
3y  Mars  himfelf  that  armour  has  been  try'd. 


TO  A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN  IN  LOVE, 
A   T  A  L  E^ 

T^  ROM  public  noife  and  faAious  ftrife, 
■*-      From  all  the  bufy  ills  of  life. 
Take  me,  my  Celia,  to  thy  breaft ; 
And  lull  my  wearied  foul  to  reft. 
For  ever,  in  this  humble  cell, 
I.et  thee  and  I,  my  fair  one,  dwell ; 
None  enter  elfe,  but  Love — and  he 
■Shall  bar  the  door,  and  keep  the  key. 
To  painted  roofs  and  fhining  fpires 
(Uneafy  feats  of  high  defires) 
Let  the  unthinking  many  crowd, 
That  dare  be  covetous  and  proud : 
In  golden  bondage  let  them  wait, 
And  barter  happinefs  for  ftate. 
But  oh  !   my  Ceha,  when  thy  fwain 
Defires  to  fee  a  court  again, 

S  3  Maj* 


a6a  PRIOR'S      POEMS. 

May  Heaven  around  this  deftln'd  head 
The  choiceft  of  its  curfes  fhed ! 
To  fum  up  all  the  rage  of  fate 
In  the  two  things  I  dread  and  hate, 
May'Il  thou  be  falfe,  and  I  be  great  I 
Thus,  on  his  Ceha's  panting  breaft, 
Tond  Celadon  his  foul  expreil ; 
While  with  delight  the  lovely  maid 
Keceiv'd  the  vows  fhe  thus  repaid ; 

Hope  of  my  age,  joy  of  my  youth, 
Blell  miracle  of  love  and  truth  ; 
All  that  could  e'er  be  counted  mine, 
My  love  and  life,  long  fince  are  thine  ; 
A  real  joy  I  never  knew, 
Till  I  believ'd  thy  paflion  true  : 
A  real  grief  1  ne'er  can  find, 
Till  thou  prov'ft  perjur'd,  or  unkind. 
Contempt,  and  poverty,  and  care, 
All  we  abhor,  and  all  we  fear, 
Biell  with  thy  prefence,  I  can  bear. 
Through  waters  and  through  flames  I'll  go. 
Sufferer  and  folace  of  thy  woe  : 
Trace  me  fome  yet  unheard-of  way. 
That  I  thy  ardour  may  repay  ; 
And  make  my  conftant  paffion  known 
By  more  than  woman  yet  has  done. 

Had  I  a  wifh  that  did  not  bear 
The  ftamp  and  image  of  my  dear ; 
I'd  pierce  my  heart  through  every  vein, 
And  die,  to  let  it  out  again. 


} 


} 


No 
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No  :    Venus  fhall  my  witncfs  be 
(If  Venus  ever  lov'd  like  me), 
That  for  one  hour  I  would  not  quit 
My  fliepherd's  arms,  and  this  retreat, 
To  be  the  Perfian  Monarch's  bride. 
Partner  of  aH  his  power  and  pride  ; 
Or  rule  in  regal  ftate  above, 
Mother  of  Gods,  and  wife  of  Jove. 

"  O  happy  thefe  of  human  race  1" 
But  foon,  alas  !   our  pleafures  pafs. 
He  thank'd  her  on  his  bended  knee  ; 
Then  drank  a  quart  of  milk  and  tea  ; 
And,  leaving  her  ador'd  embrace, 
Haflen'd  to  court,  to  beg  a  place. 
While  fhe,  his  abfence  to  bemoan. 
The  very  moment  he  was  gone, 
Call'd  Thyrfis  from  beneath  the  bed  ! 
Where  all  this  time  he  had  been  hid. 


MORAL. 

XX7  H  I  L  E  men  have  thefe  ambitious  fancies; 

And  wanton  wenches  read  romances ; 
Our  fex  will — What  ?  Out  with  it.     Lye  j 
And  theirs  in  equal  ftrains  reply. 
The  moral  of  the  tale  I  fing 
(A  pofy  for  a  wedding  ring) 
In  this  fhort  verfe  will  be  confined  : 
Love  is  a  jeft,  and  vows  are  wind. 

S  4  A  A 


[     ^64    1 


A   N 


ENGLISH    PADLOCK. 

^V  yr  I  S  S  Danae^  when  fair  and  youngs 
-^^■^^   (As  Horace  has  divinely  fung) 
Could  not  be  kept  from  Jove's  embrace 
By  doors  of  fteel,  and  walls  of  brafs. 
The  reafon  of  the  thing  is  clear.. 
Would  Jove  the  naked  truth  aver. 
Cupid  was  with  him  of  the  party  ; 
And  ihew'd  himfelf  fincere  and  hearty  4 
For,  give  that  whipfter  but  his  errand, 
He  takes  my  lord  chief  juftice'  warranty 
Dauntlefs  as  death  away  he  walks  ; 
Breaks  the  doors  open,  fnaps  the  locks; 
Searches  the  parlour,  chamber,  ftudy  ; 
Nor  ftops  till  he  has  culprit's  body. 

Since  this  has  been  authentic  truth. 
By  age  delivered  down  to  youth  ; 
Tell  us,  millaken  hufband,  tell  us, 
Why  ib  myfterious,  why  fo  jealous? 
Does  the:reftraint,  the  bolt,  the  bar. 
Make  us  lefs  curious,  her  lefs  fair  ? 
The  fpy,  which  does  this  treafure  keep. 
Does  fhe  ne'er  fay  her  prayers,  nor  fleep  ? 
,Does  fhe  to  no  excefs  incline  ? 
Does  fhe  fly  mufic,  mirth,  and  wine  ? 
Or  have  not  gold  and  flattery  power 
To  |>urchafe  one  unguarded  hour  ? 


ITour 
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Your  care  does  further  yet  extend : 
That  fpy  is  guarded  by  your  friend. — 
But  has  this  friend  nor  eye  nor  heart  ? 
May  he  not  feel  the  cruel  dart, 
Which,  foon  or  late,  all  mortals  feel  ? 
May  he  not,  with  too  tender  zeal. 
Give  the  fair  prifoner  caufe  to  fee, 
How  much  he  wifhes  fhe  were  free  ? 
May  he  not  craftily  infer 
The  rules  of  friendfhip  too  fevere, 
"Which  chain  him  to  a  hated  truft ; 
Which  make  him  wretched,  to  be  jufl  ? 
And  may  not  (he,  this  darling  fhe. 

Youthful  and  healthy,  fiefh  and  bloody 
Eafy  with  him,  ill  us'd  by  thee. 
Allow  this  logic  to  be  good  ? 
Sir,  will  your  queftions  never  end  ? 
1  truft  to  neither  fpy  nor  friend. 

In  fhort,  I  keep  her  from  the  fight 
Of  every  human  face. — She'll  write. 

From  pen  and  paper  (he's  debarr'd. — 

Has  (he  a  bodkin  and  a  card  ? 

She'll  prick  her  mind. — She  will,  you  fay  4 

But  how  fhall  fhe  that  mind  convey  ? 

1  keep  her  in  one  room  :   I  lock  it : 

The  key  (look  here)  is  in  this  pocket. 

The  key-hole,  is  that  left  ?    Moft  certain. 

She'll  thruft  her  letter  through — Sir  Martin. 
Dear  angr)'  friend,  what  muft  be  done  ^ 

Is  there  no  way  ?— There  is  but  one^ 

Send 
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Send  her  abroad  :  and  let  her  fee. 

That  all  this  mingled  mafs,  which  fhe. 

Being  forbidden,  longs  to  know, 

Is  a  dull  farce,  an  empty  fhow, 

Powder,  and  pocket-glafs,  and  beau  ; 

A  flaple  of  romance  and  lies, 

Falfe  tears  and  real  perjuries  : 

Where  fighs  and  looks  are  bought  and  fold. 

And  love  is  made  but  to  be  told  : 

"Where  the  fat  bawd  and  lavifli  heir 

The  fpoils  of  ruln'd  beauty  fhare  ; 

And  youth,  feduc'd  from  friends  and  fame, 

Muft  give  up  age  to  want  and  fliame. 

Let  her  behold  the  frantic  fcene, 

The  women  wretched,  falfe  the  men  ; 

And  when,  thefe  certain  ills  to  fliun, 

She  would  to  thy  embraces  run  ; 

Receive  her  with  extended  arms. 

Seem  more  delighted  with  her  charms  ; 

Wait  on  her  to  the  park  and  play. 

Put  on  good-humour  ;   make  her  gay ; 

Be  to  her  virtues  very  kind  ; 

Be  to  her  faults  a  little  blind  ; 

Let  all  her  ways  be  .unconfin'd  ; 

And  clap  your  padlock-^on-^er  mind. 


! 
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HANS        CARVE    L= 

HANS  CARVEL,  Impotent  and  old. 
Married  a  lafs  of  London  mould  i 
Handfome  ?  enough  ;  extremely  gay  : 
Lov'd  mufic,  company,  and  play  : 
High  flights  Ihe  had,  and  wit  at  will ; 
And  fo  her  tongue  lay  feldom  flill : 
For  In  all  vlfits  who  but  fhe. 
To  argue,  or  to  repartee  ? 

She  made  it  plain,  that  human  paflion 
Was  order'd  by  predeftination  ; 
That,  if  weak  women  went  allray, 
Their  liars  were  more  in  fault  than  they : 
Whole  tragedies  fhe  had  by  heart ; 
Enter'd  into  Roxana*s  part  : 
To  triumph  In  her  rival's  blood, 
The  aftion  certainly  was  good. 
How  like  a  vine  young  Ammon  curl'd  ! 
Oh  that  dear  conqueror  of  the  world  1 
She  pitied  Betterton  In  age, 
That  rIdlcuPd  the  god-like  rage. 

She,  firfl  of  all  the  town,  was  told. 
Where  neweil  India  things  were  fold  ; 
So  In  a  morning,  without  bodice, 
SHpt  fometimes  out  to  Mrs.  Thody's  ; 
To  cheapen  tea,  to  buy  a  fcreen  : 
What  elfe  could  fo  much  virtue  mean  ? 


Tor, 
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For,  to  prevent  the  leaft  reproach, 
Betty  went  with  her  in  the  coach. 

But,  when  no  very  great  affair 
Excited  her  pecuhar  care, 
She  without  fail  was  wak'd  at  ten  ; 
Drank  chocolate,  then  flept  again  : 
At  twelve  fhe  rofe  ;  with  much  ado 
Her  clothes  were  huddled  on  by  two  ; 
Then,  does  my  Lady  dine  at  home  ? 
Yes,  fure  ! — But  is  the  Colonel  come  I 
Next,  how  to  fpend  the  afternoon, 
And  not  come  home  again  too  foon  ; 
The  Change,  the  City,  or  the  Play, 
As  each  was  proper  for  the  day  : 
A  turn  in  fummer  to  Hyde-Park, 
When  it  grew  tolerably  dark. 

Wife's  pleafure  caufes  hufband's  pain  : 
Strange  fancies  come  in  Hans's  brain : 
He  thought  of  what  he  did  not  name  ; 
And  would  reform,  but  durft  not  blame. 
At  firft  he  therefore  preach'd  his  wife 
The  comforts  of  a  pious  life  : 
Told  her,  how  tranfient  beauty  was  ; 
That  all  muft  die,  and  flefh  was  grafs  : 
He  bought  her  fermons,  pfalms,  and  graces  ; 
And  doubled  down  the  ufeful  places. 
But  ftill  the  weight  of  worldly  care 
Allow'd  her  little  time  for  prayer  : 
And  Cleopatra  was  read  o'er  ; 
While  Scot,  and  Wake,  and  twenty  more. 

That 
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That  teach  one  to  deny  one*s-fclf. 
Stood  unmolefled  on  the  fhelf. 
An  untouch'd  bible  grac'd  her  toilet : 
No  fear  that  thumb  of  hers  fhould  fpoil  it. 
In  fhort,  the  trade  was  flill  the  fame  : 
The  Dame  went  out  :   the  Colonel  came. 

What's  to  be  done  ?  poor  Carvel  cry'd  r 
Another  batter)'  muft  be  try'd  : 
What  if  to  fpells  I  had  recourfe  ? 
'Tis  but  to  hinder  fomething  worfe. 
The  end  muft  juftify  the  means  ; 
He  only  Ims  who  ill  intends  : 
Since  therefore  'tis  to  combat  evil  ; 
'Tis  lawful  to  employ  the  Devil. 

Forthwith  the  Devil  did  appear 
(For  name  him,  and  he's  always  near)  j 
Not  in  the  fhape  in  which  he  plies 
At  Mifs's  elbow  when  fhe  lies  ; 
Or  ftands  before  the  nurfer}'-door3, 
To  take  the  naughty  boy  that  roars  i 
But,  without  favvcer-eye  or  claw, 
J^ike  a  grave  Barrifter  at  Law. 

Hans  Carvel,  lay  afide  your  grief. 
The  Devil  fays  ;  I  bring  relief. 
Relief !   fays  Hans  :   pray,  let  me  crave 
Your  name,  Sir — Satan — Sir,  your  flave  5 
I  did  not  look  upon  your  feet : 
You'll  pardon  me  : — ^Ay,  now  I  fee't : 
And  pray.  Sir,  when  came  you  from  hell  ? 
Our  friends  there,  did  you  leave  them  well  ? 

AH 
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All  well ;  but  pr'ythee,  honell  Hans, 

'(  Says  Satan )  leave  y osr  complaifance  : 

The  truth  is  this  :    I  cannot  ftay 

Glaring  in  fun-fhine  all  the  day : 

For,  entre  nous,  we  hellifli  fprites 

jLove  more  the  frefco  of  the  nights  ; 

And  oftener  our  receipts  convey 

In  dreams,  than  any  other  way. 

I  tell  you  therefore  as  a  friend. 

Ere  morning  dawns,  your  fears  fiiall  end  : 

Oo  then  this  evening,  mafter  Carvel, 

Lay  down  your  fowls,  and  broach  your  barrel  | 

Let  friends  and  wine  diflblve  your  care  ; 

Whilft  I  the  great  receipt  prepare  : 

To-night  ril  bring  it,  by  my  faith  ! 

Believe  for  once  what  Satan  faith. 

Away  went  Hans  :  glad  ?  not  a  little  ; 
Obey'd  the  Devil  to  a  tittle  ; 
Invited  friends  fome  half  a  dozen. 
The  Colonel  and  my  Lady's  coufin. 
The  meat  was  ferv'd  ;   the  bowls  were  crown'd  ; 
Catches  were  fung  ;  and  healths  went  round  ; 
Barbadoes  waters  for  the  clofe  ; 
Till  Hans  had  fairly  got  his  dofe  : 
The  Colonel  toafted  "  to  the  belt  :'* 
The  Dame  mov'd  off,  to  be  undrell : 
The  chimes  went  twelve  :  tlie  gueils  withdrew  : 
But  when,  or  how,  Hans  hardly  knew. 
Some  modern  anecdotes  aver, 
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Prom  thence  was  carried  off  to  bed : 
John  held  his  heels,  and  Nan  his  head. 
My  Lady  was  diilurb'd  :   new  forrow  ! 
Which  Hans  muft  anfwer  for  to-morrow. 

Li  bed  then  view  this  happy  pair ; 
And  think  how  Hymen  triumph'd  there. 
Hans  fall  afleep  as  foon  as  laid ; 
The  duty  of  the  night  unpaid  : 
The  waking  Dame,  with  thoughts  oppreft. 
That  made  her  hate  both  him  and  reft : 
By  fuch  a  hufband,  fuch  a  wife  ! 
'Twas  Acme's  and  Septimius'  hfe  : 
The  Lady  figh'd  :   the  Lover  fnor'd  : 
The  punctual  Devil  kept  his  word  : 
Appear'd  to  honeft  Hans  again  ; 
But  not  at  all  by  Madam  feen  : 
And  giving  him  a  magic  ring. 
Fit  for  the  finger  of  a  king  ; 
Dear  Hans,  faid  he,  this  jewel  take. 
And  wear  it  long  for  Satan's  fake  : 
^Twill  do  your  bufinefs  to  a  hair  : 
For,  long  as  you  this  ring  fliall  wear, 
<As  fure  as  I  look  over  Lincoln, 
That  ne'er  (hall  happen  which  you  think  on, 

Hans  took  the  ring  with  joy  extreme 
{All  this  was  only  in  a  dream)  ; 
And,  thrufling  it  beyond  his  joint, 
'Tis  done,  he  cry'd  :    I've  gain'd  my  point.— 
V/hat  point,  faid  fhe,  you  ugly  beaft  ? 
You  neither  give  me  joy  nor  reft  ; 

'Tls 
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^Tis  done. — What's  done,  you  drunken  bear  T 
You've  thruft  your  linger  God  knows  where. 


DUTCH      PROVERB. 

T7  IRE,    water,  woman,  are  man's  ruin  ; 

•*-      Says  wife  ProfefTor  Vander  Bruin» 

By  flames  a  houfe  I  hir'd  was  loft 

Laft  year :   and  I  muft  pay  the  coft. 

This  fpring  the  rains  o'erflow'd  my  ground  t. 

And  my  beft  Flanders  mare  was  drown'd.. 

A  flave  I  am  to  Clara's  eyes  : 

The  gipfy  knows  her  power,  and  flies. 

Fire,  water,  woman,  are  my  ruin  : 

And  great  thy  wifdom;^  Vander  Brliin.. 


PAULO  PURGANTI  and  his  WIFE>. 

AN    HONEST,    BUT    A    SIMPLE    PAIR. 

*'  Eft  enim  quiddam,   idque  intelligitur  in   omni  virtutc 
"  quod  deceat :    quod  cogitatione  magis   a  virtute  po~ 
*'  teft  quam  re  feparari."  Cic.  de  Off.  1.  i, 

TD  E  Y  O  N  D  tlie  fix'd  and  fettled  rules 
"^^  0£  vice  and  virtue  in  the  fchools, 
Beyond  the  letter  of  the  law, 
Which  keeps  our  men  and  maids  in  awe, 

the 
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The  better  fort  fhould  fet  before  'tm 
A  grace,  a  manner,  a  decorum  ; 
Something,  that  gives  their  afts  a  light ; 
Makes  them  not  only  juft,  but  bright ; 
And  fets  them  in  that  open  fame, 
Which  witty  malice  cannot  blame. 

For  'tis  in  life,  as  'tis  in  painting  : 
Much  may  be  right,  yet  much  be  wanting ; 
From  lines  drawn  true,  our  eye  may  trace 
A  foot,  a  knee,  a  hand,  a  face  ; 
May  juftly  own  the  pitlure  viTought 
Exact  to  rule,  exempt  from  fault : 
Yet,  if  the  colouring  be  not  there. 
The  Titian  ftroke,  the  Guido  air  ; 
To  niceft  judgment  fhow  the  piece. 
At  beil  'twill  only  not  difplcafe  : 
It  would  not  gain  on  Jerfey's  eye  ; 
Bradford  would  frown,  and  fet  it  by. 

Thus  in  the  piclure  of  our  mind 
The  aftion  may  be  well  defign'd  ;, 
Guided  by  law,  and  bound  by  duty  ; 
Yet  want  this  je  tie  fcai  quoi  of  beauty  : 
And  though  its  error  may  be  fuch. 

As  Knags  and  Burgefs  cannot  hit ; 
It  yet  may  feel  the  nicer  touch 

Of  Wicherley's  or  Congreve's  wit. 

What  is  this  talk  ?  rephes  a  friend, 
And  where  will  this  dry  moral  end  ? 
The  truth  of  what  you  here  lay  down 
By  fome  example  fhould  be  fhown. — 
With  all  my  heart — for  once  ;   read  on. 

Vol.  XXXII.  T  An 
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An  Iioneft,  but  a  fimple  pair 
(And  twenty  other  I  forbear) 
May  ferve  to  make  this  thefis  clear. 

A  doftor  of  great  fliill  and  fame, 
Paulo  PurgaatI  v/as  his  name, 
Plad  a  good,  comely,  virtuous  wife  ; 
No  woman  led  a  better  life  : 
She  to  intrigues  was  ev'n  hard-hearted  : 
She  chuckled  when  a  bawd  was  carted  ; 
And  thought  the  nation  ne'er  would  thrive. 
Till  all  the  whores  were  burnt  alive. 

On  married  men,  that  dar'd  be  bad, 
She  thought  no  m.ercy  fhould  be  had  ; 
Thf-y  fliould  be  hangM,  or  ftarv'd,  or  flead. 
Or  ferv'd  like  Romi/h  priefts  in  Sw^de= — ■ 
In  fhort,  all  lewdnefs  fhe  defied  ; 
And  ftiff  was  her  parochial  pride. 

Yet,  in  an  honeft  way,  the  dame 
Was  a  great  lover  of  that  fame  ; 
And  could  from  Scripture  take  her  cue, 
That  hufbands  fnould  give  wives  their  dugo 

Her  prudence  did  fo  juf!ly  fleer 
Between  the  gay  and  the  fevere. 
That  if  in  fome  regards  Hie  chofe 
To  curb  poor  Paulo  in  too  clofe  ; 
in  others  flie  relax'd  again, 
And  governed  with  a  loofer  rein. 

Thus  though  fhe  flridl^ly  did  confine 
The  Do6lor  from  excefs  of  wine  : 
With  oyflers,  eggs,  and  vermicelli, 
:Slie  let  him  ahnoil  burfl  his  belly,* 

Thus 
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Thus  drying  coffee  was  denied  ; 

But  chocolate  that  lofs  fupplied  : 

And  for  tobacco  (who  could  bear  it  ?) 

Filthy  concomitant  of  claret : 

(  Blefl  revolution  ! )  one  might  fee 

Eringo  roots,  and  Bohea  tea. 

She  often  fet  the  Dodor's  band. 

And  ftrok'd  his  beard,  and  fqueez'd  his  ham.^. ; 

Kindly  complain'd,  that  after  noon 

He  went  to  pore  on  books  too  foon  ; 

She  held  it  wholefomer  by  much, 

To  reft  a  little  on  the  couch : 

About  his  waift  in  bed  a-nights 

She  clung  fo  clofe — for  fear  of  fprites. 
The  Doctor  underftood  the  call ; 

But  had  not  always  wherewithal. 

The  lion's  fldn  too  fhort,  you  know, 

(As  Plutarch's  Morals  finely  {how) 

Was  lengthen'd  by  the  fox's  tail : 

And  art  fupplies,  where  ftrength  may  fail- 

Unwilling  then  in  arms  to  meet 
The  enemy  he  could  not  beat ; 
He  ftrove  to  lengthen  the  campaign. 
And  fave  his  forces  by  cliicane. 
Fabius,  the  Roman  chief,  who  thus 
By  fair  retreat  grew  Maximus, 
Shews  us,  that  ail  that  warrior  can  do^ 
With  force  inferior,  is  cun^ando. 

One  day  then,  as  the  foe  drew  near, 
With  Iove»  and  joy,  and  life,  and  dear ; 

T  z  Our 
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Our  Don,  who  knew  this  tittle-tattle 

Did,  fure  as  trumpet,  call  to  battle, 

Thought  it  extremely  a  propos^ 

To  ward  againft  the  coming  blow  : 

To  ward  :  but  how  ?  Ay,  there's  the  queftion  ; 

Fierce  the  aiTault,  unarm 'd  the  ballion. 

The  Dodor  feign'd  a  llrange  furprife  : 
He  felt  her  pulfe  ;  he  vIewM  her  eyes  : 
That  beat  too  fall,  thefe  roll'd  too  quick  5 
She  was,  he  faid,  or  would  be  fick  : 

He  judg'd  it  abfolutely  good, 
That  fhe  fiiould  purge,  and  cleanfe  her  blood- 
Spa  waters  for  that  end  were  got : 

If  they  paft  eafily  or  not, 

What  matters  it  ?  the  lady's  fever 

Continued  violent  as  ever. 
For  a  diftemper  of  this  kind 

(  Blackmore  and  Hans  are  of  my  mind), 

If  once  it  youthful  blood  infers. 

And  chiefly  of  the  female  fex, 

Is  fcarce  remov'd  by  pill  or  potion  ; 

Whate'er  might  be  our  Doftor's  notion. 
One  lucklefs  night  then,  as  in  bed 

The  Doftor  and  the  Dame  were  laid  ; 

Again  this  cruel  fever  came, 

High  pulfe,  fhort  breath,  and  blood  in  flame. 

What  meafures  fliall  poor  Paulo  keep 
With  Madam  in  this  piteous  taking  ? 

She,  like  Macbeth,  has  murder'd  fleep, 
And  won't  allow  him  reft,  though  waking. 

Sad 
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Sad  {late  of  matters  !  wlien  we  dare 
Nor  aflv  for  peace,  nor  offer  war  ; 
Nor  Livy  nor  Comines  have  fhown 
What  in  this  jundure  may  be"  done. 
Orotius  might  owh,  that  Paulo's  cafe  is 
Harder  than  any  which  he  places 
j\mongft  his  Belli  and  his  Pads, 

He  ftrove,  alas  !  but  ftrove  in  vain, 
By  dint  of  logick  to  maintain 
That  all  the  fex  was  born  to  grieve, 
Down  to  her  Ladyfhip  from  Eve. 
He  rang'd  his  tropes,  and  prcach'd  up  patience, 
Back'd  his  opinion  with  quotations, 
X)ivines  and  Moralifl:s  ;  and  run  ye  on 
Quite  through  from  Seneca  to  Banyan. 
As  much  in  vain  he  bid  her  tiy 
To  fold  her  arms,  to  clofe  her  eye ; 
Telling  her,  reft  would  do  her  good. 
If  any  thing  in  nature  could  : 
So  held  the  Greeks  quite  down  from  Galen, 
Mafters  and  princes  of  the  calling  : 
So  all  our  modern  friends  maintain 
(Though  jio  great  Greeks)  in  Wanvick-lane. 

Reduce,  my  Mufe,  the  wandering  fong  : 
A  tale  fhould  never  be  too  long. 

The  more  he  talk'd,  the  more  flie  burn'd, 
And  figh'd,  and  toft,  and  groan'd,  and  turn'd : 
At  laft,  I  wifti,  faid  ftie,  my  dear — 
(And  whifper'd  fomething  in  his  ear) 

T  3  You 
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You  v/Ifh  !  wifh  on,  the  Do6lor  cries  : 
Lord  !  when  will  womankind  be  wife  ? 
What,  in  your  waters  ?  are  you  mad  ? 
Why  poifon  is  not  half  fo  bad. 
I'll  do  it — but  I  give  you  warning  : 
You'll  die  before  to-morrow  morning.— 
'Tis  kind,  my  dear,  what  you  advife ; 
The  lady  with  a  figh  replies  ! 
But  hfe,  you  know,  at  bell  is  pain  ; 
And  death  is  what  we  fhould  difdain. 
So  do  it  therefore,  and  adieu  : 
For  I  will  die  for  love  of  you. — 
Let  wanton  wives  by  death  be  fcar'd : 
But,  to  my  comfort,  Pm  prepar'd» 


THE  LAD      L     E. 

npHE  fceptics  think,  *twas  long  ago. 

Since  gods  came  down-  incognito, 
To  fee  who  were  their  friends  or  foes. 
And  how  our  adlions  fell  or  rofe  : 
That  fince  they  gave  things  their  beginning^. 
And  fet  this  whirligig  a-fpinning. 
Supine  they  in  their  heaven  remain. 
Exempt  from  paflion  and  from  pain  ; 
And  frankly  leave  us  human  elves, 
To  cut  and  (huffle  for  ourfelves ; 
To  (land  or  walk,  to  rife  or  tumble, 
As  matter  and  as  motion  jumble. 

The 
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The  Poets  now  and  Painters  hold 
This  thefis  botli  ahfard  and  bold  : 
And  your  good-natur'd  gods,  they  fay, 
Defcend  fome  twice  or  thrice  a-day  : 
Elfe  all  thefe  things  we  toil  fo  hard  in 
Would  not  avail  one  fingle  farthing  : 
For,  when  the  hero  we  rehearfe. 
To  grace  his  actions  and  onr  verfe  ; 
'Tis  not  by  dint  of  human  thought. 
That  to  his  Latium  he  is  bi-ought  ; 
Iris  defcends  by  Fate's  commands, 
To  guide  his  fteps  through  foreign  lands : 
And  Amphitrite  clears  the  way 
From  rocks  and  quickfands  in  the  fea. 

And  if  you  fee  him  in  a  flcetch 
(Though  drawn  by  Paulo  or  Carache), 
He  (hews  not  half  his  force  and  ftrengdi, 
Strutting  in  armour,  and  at  length  : 
That  he  may  make  his  proper  figure. 
The  piece  muft  yet  be  four  yards  bigger : 
The  nymphs  conduA  him  to  the  field  ; 
One  holds  his  fword,  and  on<;  his  fliield  ; 
Mars,  Handing  by,  afferts  his  quarrel ; 
And  Fame  flies  after  vath  a  laurel. 

Thefe  points,  I  fay,  of  fpeculation 
(As  'twere  to  fave  or  fink  the  nation) 
Men  idly -learned  will  difpute, 
Aflert,  objedl,  confirm,  refute  : 
Each  mighty  angry,  mighty  right,. 
With  equal  arms  fuflains  the  fight ; 

T4  Tai 
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Till  now  no  umpire  can  agree  'em  : 
So  both  draw  off,  and  ling  Te  Deum. 

Is  it  in  equilibrio, 
If  deities  defcend  or  no  ? 
Then  let  th'  affirmative  prevail, 
As  requifite  to  form  my  talc  ; 
For  by  all  parties  'tis  confell, 
That  thofe  opinions  are  the  beft, 
Which  in  their  nature  moft  conduce 
To  prefent  ends,  and  private  ufe. 

Two  gods  came  therefore  from  above^ 
One  Mercury,  the  other  Jove  : 
The  humour  was  (it  feems)  to  know 
If  all  the  favours  they  bellow 
Could  from  our  own  perverfenefs  eafe  us; 
J^nd  if  our  wifh  enjoy*d  would  pleafe  us. 
Difcourfmg  largely  on  this  theme, 
O'er  hills  and  dales  their  godfhips  came  ; 
Till,  well  nigh  tir'd  at  almofl  night. 
They  thought  it  proper  to  alight. 

Note  here,  that  it  as  true  as  odd  is. 
That  in  difgulfe  a  god  or  goddefs 
Exerts  no  fapern?tural  powers  ; 
But  a6ls  on  maxims  much  like  ours. 
They  fpied  at  kill  a  country  farm, 
Where  all  was  fni^g,  and  clean,  and  warm  5 
For  woods  before,  and  hills  behind, 
Secur'd  it  both  from  rain  and  wind  : 
Large  oxen  in  the  field  were  lowing  : 
Good  grain  was  fow'd  ;  good  fruit  was  growing : 

-Of 
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Of  laO: -yearns  corn  in  barns  great  (lore  : 

Fat  turkeys  gobbling  at  the  door  : 

And  wealth  (in  fhort)  with  peace  confented 

That  people  here  flioiild  live  contented  : 

But  did  they  in  efFeA  do  fo  ? 

Have  patience,  friend,  and  thou  fhalt  know. 

The  honeft  farmer  and  his  wife, 
To  years  declin'd  from  prime  of  life, 
Had  ftruggled  with  the  marriage  noofe ; 
As  almoit  every  couple  does  : 
'Sometimes,  my  plague  !  fometimes,  my  darling  ! 
Kifiing  to-day,  to-morrow  fnarling  ; 
Jointly  fubmitting  to  endure 
That  evil,  which  admits  no  cure. 
Our  gods  the  outward  gate  unbarr'd  : 
Our  farmer  met  them  in  the  yard  ; 
Thought  they  were  folks  that  loft  their  way  ; 
And  aflv'd  them  civilly  to  ftay  : 
Told  them,  for  fupper,  or  for  bed. 
They  might  go  on,  and  be  worfe  fped,— 

So  faid,  fo  done  ;  the  gods  confent : 
All  three  into  the  parlour  went  : 
They  comphment ;  they  fit  ;■  they  chat ; 
Fight  o'er  the  wars  ;  reform  the  ftate  : 
A  thoufand  knotty  points  they  clear. 
Till  fupper  and  my  wife  appear. 

Jove  made  his  leg,  and  kifs'd  the  dame-: 
Obfequious  Hermes  did  the  fame. 
Jove  kifs'd  the  farmer's  wife,  you  fay  ! 
He  did — but  in  an  honell  way  : 

Oh! 
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Oh  !  not  with  half  that  warmth  and  life. 
With  which  he  kifs'd  Amphitr)'on's  wife. — 

Well  then,  things  handfomely  were  ferv'd  i 
My  miftrefs  for  the  llrangers  carv'd. 
How  Ilrong  the  beer,  how  good  the  meat. 
How  loud  they  laugh'd,  how  much  tliey  catj. 
In  epic  fumptuous  would  appear  : 
Yet  fhall  be  pafs'd  in  filence  here  t. 
For  I  fhould  gneve  to  have  it  faid,. 
That,  by  a  fine  defcription  led, 
I  made  my  epifode  too  long. 
Or  tir'd  my  friend,  to  gi-ace  my  fong. 

The  grace-cup  ferv'd,  the  cloth  away^ 
Jove  thought  it  time  to  fhew  his  play  ; 
Landlord  and  landlady,  he  cried, 
Folly  and  jelling  laid  afide. 
That  ye  thus  hofpitably  live, 
And  ftrangers  vvlth  good  clieer  receive, 
Is  m.ighty  grateful  to  your  betters, 
And  makes  e'^n  gods  themfelves  your  debtors* 
To  give  this  thefis  plainer  proof,. 
You  have  to-night  beneath  your  roof 
A  pair  of  gods  (nay  never  wonder): 
This  youth  can  fly,  and  I  can  thunder.. 
I'm  Jupiter,  and  he  Mercurius, 
My  page,  my  fon  indeed,  but  fpurious. 
Form  then  three  wilhes,  you  and  Madam  ;. 
And  fure  as  you  already  had  'em. 
The  things  defir'd,  in  half  an  hour, 
Shall  all  be  here,  and  in  your  power. 

Thank 
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Thank  you,  great  gods,  the  woman  fays  : 
Oh  !  may  your  akars  ever  blaze  ! 
A  Ladle  for  our  filver-dlih 
Is  what  I  want,  is  what  I  wlfh. — 
A  Ladle  !  cries  the  man,  a  Ladle ! 
Odzooks,  Corifca,  you  have  pray'd  ill ; 
What  fhoald  be  great,  you  turn  to  farce  ; 
I  wlfh  the  Ladle  in  your  a — . 

With  equal  grief  and  fhame,  ray  Mufe 
The  fequel  of  the  tale  pui-fues  ; 
The  Ladle  fell  into  the  room,. 
And  (luck  iil  old  Corifca^s  bum. 
Our  couple  weep  two  wifhes  pail. 
And  kindly  join  to  form  the  laft  ; 
To  eafe  the  woman's  aukward  pain^ 
And  get  the  Ladle  out  again. 

MORAL. 

'  j  ^  HIS  commoner  has  worth  and  parts. 
Is  praisM  for  arms,  or  lov'd  for  arts  : 
His  head  aches  for  a  coronet : 
And  who  is  blefsM  that  is  not  great  ? 

Some  fenfe,  and  more  eflate,  kind  Hea\Tn 
To  this  well-lotted  peer  has  given  : 
What  then  ?  He  mufl  have  rule  and  fway  ;; 
And  all  is  wrong,  till  he's  in  play. 

The  Mifer  muft  make  up  his  plumb,. 
And  dares  not  touch  the  hoarded  fum  j. 
The  fickly  dotard  wants  a  wife. 

To  di-aw  off  his  lall  dregs  of  life^ 

Againft 
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Againft  our  peace  we  arm  our  will : 
Amidft  our  plenty,  fomething  ftill 
For  horfes,  houfes,  piftures,  planting. 
To  thee,  to  me,  to  him,  is  wanting. 
The  cruel  fomething  unpoflefs'd 
Corrodes,  and  leavens  all  the  reft. 
That  fomething,  if  we  could  obtain. 
Would  foon  create  a  future  pain  : 
And  to  the  coffin,  from  the  cradle, 
'Tis  all  a  Wifh,  and  all  a  Ladle. 


■8a'ritten  at  paris,   1 7oo,   in  the  beginning  of 
robe's  geography. 


/^  r  all  that  William  rules,  or  Robe 
^^  Defcribes,  great  Rhea,  of  thy  globe  ; 
When  or  on  poll-horfe,  or  in  chaife. 
With  much  expence,  and  little  eafe, 
My  deftin'd  miles  I  fhall  have  gone, 
By  Thames  or  Maefe,  by  Po  or  Rhone, 
And  found  no  foot  of  earth  my  own  ; 
Great  Mother,  let  me  once  be  able 
To  have  a  garden,  houfe,  and  ftable  ; 
That  I  may  read,  and  ride,  and  plant, 
Superior  to  defire  or  want ; 
And  as  health  fails,  and  years  increafe, 
Sit  down,  and  think,  and  die,  in  peace. 
Oblige  thy  favourite  undertakers 
To  throw  me  in  but  twenty  acres  ; 


} 
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This  number  furc  they  may  allow  ; 
For  pafture  ten,  and  ten  for  plow : 
'Tis  all  that  I  could  wlfh  or  hope, 
For  me  and  John,  and  Nell  and  Crop. 

Then,  as  thou  wilt,  difpofe  the  reit 
(And  let  not  Fortune  fpoil  the  jefl.) 
To  thofe  who,  at  the  market-rate, 
Can  barter  honour  for  ellate. 

Now,  if  thou  grant'ft  me  my  requed^ 
To  make  thy  xotarj  truly  bled. 
Let  curft  revenge  and  faucy  pride 
To  fome  bleak  rock  far  off  be  tied  ;, 
Nor  e'er  approach  my  rural  feat. 
To  tempt  me  to  be  bafe  and  great. 

And,  Goddefs,  this  kind  office  done^ 
Charge  Venus  to  command  her  fon 
(Where-ever  elfe  fhe  lets  him  rove) 
To  fhun  my  houfe,  and  field,  and  grove  : 
Peace  cannot  dwell  with  Hate  or  Love. 

Hear,  gracious  Rhea,  what  I  fay  : 
And  thy  petitioner  fhall  pray. 


I 


WRITTEN     IN    THE     BEGINNING     OF     MEZERAY's 
HISTORY    OF    FRANCE. 

I. 

'TXT' HAT  E'ER  thy  countrymen  have  done, 
By  law  and  wit,  by  fword  and  gun. 
In  thee  is  faithfully  recited  : 
And  all  the  living  world,  that  view 
Thy  work,  give  thee  the  praifes  due, 
At  once  inilruded  and  delighted* 

II.  Yet 
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II. 

Yet  for  the  fame  of  all  thefe  deeds 
"What  beggar  in  the  Invalids, 

With  lamenefs  broke,  with  blindnefs  fmittcn^ 
WifhM  ever  decently  to  die, 
To  have  been  either  Mezeray, 

Or  any  monarch  he  has  written  ? 
III. 
Tt*s  ilrange,  dear  author,  yet  it  true  is. 
That,  down  from  Pharamond  to  LouIs» 

All  covet  life,  yet  call  it  pain  ; 
All  feel  the  ill,  yet  ihun  the  cure: 
Can  fenfe  this  paradox  endure  ? 

Refolve  me,  Cambray  or  Fontaine. 
IV. 
The  man,  in  graver  tragick  known 
(Though  his  befl  part  long  fmce  was  done),- 

Still  on  the  ftage  defires  to  tarry  : 
And  he,  who  play'd  the  Harlequin, 
After  the  jefl  ftill  loads  the  fcene, 

Unwilling  to  retire.,  though  weary. 


WRITTEN    IN    THE    NOUVEAUX    INTERETS    DES 
PRINCES    DE    l'eUROPE, 

TD  LEST  be  the  princes,  who  have  fought 
-*-^  For  pompous  names,  or  wide  dominion  ; 
Since  by  their  error  we  are  taught 
That  happinefs  Is  but  opinion  I 

2  ADRIANI 
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ADRIANI  MORIENTIS  AD  ANIMAM  SUAM^ 

A  NIMULA  vagula,  biandulaj 
-^"^Hofpes,  comefque  corporis, 
KJuae  nunc  abibfs  in  loca, 
Pallidula,  rigida,  niidula  ? 
Kec,  ut  foles,  dab  is  joca. 

BY    MONSIEUR    FONTENEXLE. 

MA  petite  ame,  ma  mignonne, 

Tu  t'en  vas  done,  ma  fille,  &  Dieu  fache  ou  tu  v£6  ; 

Tu  pars  feulette,  nue,  &  tremblotante,  helas  ! 

Que  deviendra  ton  humeur  folichonne  ! 

Que  deviendront  tant  de  jolis  ebats  ? 


M 


POOR,  little,  pretty,  fluttering  thing, 

Muft  we  no  longer  live  together  ? 
And  doll  thou  prune  thy  trembling  wing, 

To  take  thy  flight  thou  know'ft  not  whither  ? 
Thy  humourous  vein,  thy  pleafing  foDy, 

Lies  all  negleded,  all  forgot  : 
And,  penfive,  wavering,  melancholy. 

Thou  dread'il  and  hop'Il  thou  know'H  not  what, 

^PAS- 
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A  PASSAGE   IN  THE   M.ORI^   ENCOMIUM 
OF    ERASMUS   IMITATED. 

T  N  awful  pomp,  and  melancholy  Hate, 
-^   See  fettled  Reafon  on  the  judgment  feat : 
Around  her  crowd  Diftruft,  and  Doubt,  and  Fear^ 
And  thoughtful  Fcrefight,  and  tonnentlng  Care  : 
Far  from  the  throne,  the  trembling  Pleafures  Hand, 
ChainM  up,  or  exii'd  by  her  Hern  command. 
Wretched  her  fubjecls,  gloomy  fits  the  queen  ;, 
Till  happy  Chance  reverts  the  cruel  fcene  ;  • 
And  apifh  Folly,  with  her  wild  refort 
Of  wit  and  jell,  difturbs  the  folemn  court. 

See  the  fantaftic  minllrelfy  advance, 
To  breathe  the  fong,  and  animate  the  dance.. 
Blefl  the  ufurper  !  happy  the  furprife  ! 
Her  mimic  poftures  catch  our  eager  eyes ; 
If  er  jingling  bells  affe<^  our  captive  ear ; 
And  in  the  fights  we  fee,  and  founds  we  hear, 
Agalnft  our  judgment,  fhe  our  fenfe  employs; 
The  laws  of  troubled  Reafon  fhe  deftroys, 
And  in  their  place  rejoices  to  indite 
Wild  fchemes  of  mirth,  and  plan&  of  loofe  delight. 


TO 
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T    O 

DR.      SHERLOCK, 

ON      HIS 

PRACTICAL  DISCOURSE  CONCERNING  DliATII. 

T^ORGIVE  the  Mufe,  who,  In  unhallow'd  ftrai'ns. 

The  Saint  one  moment  from  his  God  detains ; 
For  fure,  whate'er  you  do,  where-e'er  you  are, 
'TIs  all  but  one  good  work,  one  conllant  prayer : 
Forgive  her ;  and  Intreat  that  God,  to  whom 
Thy  favour'd  vows  with  kind  acceptance  come,, 
To  ralfe  her  notes  tothat  fubllme  degree. 
Which  fults  a  fong  of  piety  and  thee. 

Wondrous  good  man  !  whofe  labours  may  repel' 
The  force  of  fm,  may  flop  the  rage  of  hell ; 
Thou,  like  the  Baptlft,  from  thy  God  waft  fent. 
The  crying  voice,  to  bid  the  world  repent. 

The  Youth  (hall  iludy,  and  no  more  engage 
Their  flattering  wishes  for  uncertain  age  ; 
No  more,  with  frultlefs  care  and  cheated  llrlfe. 
Chafe  fleeting  pleafure  through  this  maze  of  life  ; 
Finding  the  wretched  all  they  here  can  have, 
But  prefent  food,  and  but  a  future  grave  : 
Each,  great  as  Philip's  vidor  fon,  fliall  view 
This  abjeft  world,  and,  weeping,  afl^  a  new. 
Decrepit  Age  fliall  read  thee,  and  confefs 
Thy  labours  can  afliiage,  where  medicines  ceafe  ; 
Shall  blefs  thy  words,  their  wounded  fouPs  relief, 
The  drops  that  fweeten  their  laft  dregs  of  life  ; 
■    Vol.  XXXII.  U  Shall 
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Shall  look  to  Heaven,  and  laugh  at  all  beneath  ; 
Own  riches  gather'd,  trouble  ;  fame,  a  breath  ; 
And  Life  an  ill,  whofe  only  cure  is  Death. 

Thy  even  thoughts  v^^ith  fo  much  plainnefs  flow. 
Their  fenfe  untutor'd  Infancy  may  know  : 
Yet  to  fuch  height  is  all  that  plainnefs  wrought, 
Wit  may  admire,  and  letter'd  pride  be  taught. 
Eafy  in  words  thy  ftyle,  in  fenfe  fublime, 

On  its  bleft  fteps  each  age  and  fex  may  rife  ; 
'Tis  like  the  ladder  in  the  Patriarch^s  dream. 

Its  foot  on  earth,  its  height  above  the  fides : 
Diffus'd  its  virtue,  boundlefs  is  its  power  ; 
'Tis  public  health,  and  univerfal  cure  : 
Of  heavenly  manna  'tis  a  fecond  feaft  ; 
A  nation's  food,  and  all  to  eveiy  tafte. 

To  its  lall  height  mad  Britain's  guilt  was  rear'd  ; 
And  various  death  for  various  crimes  fhe  fear'd. 
With  your  kind  work  her  drooping  hopes  revive  ; 
You  bid  her  read,  repent,  adore,  and  live  : 
You  wrell  the  bolt  from  Heaven's  avenging  hand  j 
Stop  ready  death,  and  fave  a  fmking  land. 

O  !  fave  us  ftill :  ftill  blefs  us  with  thy  (lay  : 
O  !  want  thy  heaven,  till  we  have  learnt  the  way : 
Refufe  to  leave  thy  deftin'd  charge  too  foon  ; 
And,  for  the  church's  good,  defer  thy  own, 
O  !  live  J  and  let  thy  works  urge  our  belief; 
Live  to  explain  thy  doftrine  by  thy  life ; 
Till  future  Infancy,  baptiz'd  by  thee, 
Grow  ripe  in  years,  and  old  in  piety  ; 
Till  Chriftians,  yet  unborn,  be  taught  to  die. 

Then, 
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Then,  in  full  age  and  lioary  holincfs. 
Retire,  great  teacher  !  to  thy  promis'd  blifs  : 
Untouch'd  thy  tomb,  uninjur'd  be  tliy  dufl. 
As  thy  own  fame  among  the  future  juft  ; 
Till  in  lail  founds  the  dreadful  trumpet  fpeaks  ; 
Till  judgment  calls,  and  quicken'd  Nature  wakes ; 
Till,  through  the  utmoll  earth,  and  dcepell  fea. 
Our  fcatter'd  atoms  lind  their  deftin'd  way, 
In  halle  to  clothe  their  kindred  fouls  again, 
Perfeft  our  Hate,  and  build  immortal  man  : 
Then  fearlefs  thou,  who  well  fuftain'dll  the  fight. 
To  paths  of  joy,  or  trafts  of  endlefs  light, 
Lead  up  all  thofe  who  heard  thee,  and  believ'd  ; 
'Midll  thy  own  flock,  great  fhepherd  !  be  recclv'd 
And  glad  all  heaven  with  millions  thou  haft  fav'd. 


I 


CARMEN      S    E   C   U   L   A    R    E, 

FOR      THE      YEAR       I  7  00. 
TO         THE         KING. 

**  Afpicc,  venture  hetentur  ut  omnia  fx'c'lo  : 
**  O  niihi  tarn  longa?  maneat  pars  ultima  vic;t», 
*'  Spiritus,  5:  quiinium  fat  eiit  tua  dicere  fafta  !" 

Vl  RG.  Eclog.  iv. 

I. 

'  I  ^HY  elder  look,  great  Janus,  caft 

Into  the  long  records  of  ages  paft  : 
Review  the  years  in  faired  atlion  dreft 
With  noted  white,  fuperior  to  the  reft  ; 

U  2  iEras 
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JEras  deriv'd,  and  chronicles  begun, 

From  empires  founded,  and  from  battles  won  ; 

Shew  all  the  fpoils  by  valiant  kings  atchiev'd. 

And  groaning  nations  by  their  arms  reliev'd  ; 

The  wounds  of  patriots  in  their  country's  caufe. 

And  happy  power  fuilain'd  by  wholefome  laws  ; 

In  comely  rank  call  every  merit  forth. 

Imprint  on  every  aft  its  ftandard-worth  ; 

The  glorious  parallels  then  downward  bring 

To  modern  wonders,  and  to  Britain's  king  ; 

With  equal  jullice,  and  hiftoric  care, 

Their  laws,  their  toils,  their  arms,  with  his  compare  J 

Confefs  the  various  attributes  of  fame 

Collefted  and  complete  in  William's  name  5 

To  all  the  lillening  world  relate 
(As  thou  doft  his  ftory  read) 

That  nothing  went  before  fo  great. 
And  nothing  greater  can  fucceed. 
II. 
Thy  native  Latium  was  thy  darling  care. 
Prudent  in  peace,  and  terrible  in  war : 
The  boldeit  virtues  that  have  governed  earth 
From  Latium's  fruitful  womb  derive  their  birth. 

Then  turn  to  her  fair-written  page  ; 
From  dawning  childhood  to  eftablifti'd  age 

The  glories  of  her  empire  trace  ; 
Confront  the  heroes  of  thy  Roman  race  ; 
And  let  the  jufteft  palm  the  vigor's  temples  grace. 

III. 
The  fon  of  Mars  reduc'd  the  trembling  fwains, 

And  fpread  his  empire  o'er  the  diilant  plains : 

But 
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Eut  yet  the  Sabins  violated  charms 
ObfcurM  the  glory  of  his  rlfing  arms. 
Numa  the  rights  of  ftrift  rehgion  knew  ; 
On  every  altar  laid  the  incenfe  due  ; 

UnflcillM  to  dart  the  pointed  fpear. 
Or  lead  the  forw^ard  youth  to  noble  war. 
Stern  Brutus  was  with  too  much  horror  good. 
Holding  his  fafces  {lain*d  with  filial  blood. 
Fabius  was  wife,  but  with  excefs  of  care 
He  fav'd  his  country,  but  prolonged  the  war. 
While  Declus,  Paulus,  Curius,  greatly  fought. 

And  by  their  ftrifl  examples  taught 

How  wild  defires  Ihould  be  controll'd. 
And  how  much  brighter  virtue  was  than  gold  ; 
They  fcarce  their  fwelling  thirft  of  fame  could  hide  ; 
And  boafted  poverty  with  too  much  pride. 
Excefs  in  youth  made  Scipio  lefs  rever'd  ; 
And  Cato,  dying,  feem'd  to  own  he  fear'd. 
Julius  with  honour  tam'd  Rome's  foreign  foes  ; 
But  patriots  fell,  ere  the  dictator  rofe  : 
And,  while  with  clemency  Auguftus  reign'd. 
The  monarch  was  ador'd  ;  the  city  chain'd. 

IV. 
With  julleft  honour  be  their  merits  dreil ; 

But  be  their  failings  too  confeft  : 

Their  virtue  like  their  Tyber  s  flood 
Rolling,  its  courfe  defign'd  their  country's  good. 
But  oft'  the  torrent's  too  impetuous  fpeed 
From  the  low  earth  tore  fome  polluting  weed  ; 

U  3  And 
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And  with  the  blood  of  Jove  there  always  ran 
Some  viler  part,  fome  tinfture  of  the  man. 

V. 

Few  virtues  after  thefe  fo  far  prevail, 

But  that  their  vices  more  than  turn  the  fcale  : 

Valour,  grown  wild  by  pride,  and  power  by  rage. 

Did  the  true  charms  of  majeily  impair  ; 
Rome  by  degrees,  advancing  more  in  age, 

Shew'd  fad  remains  of  what  had  once  been  fair  ; 
Till  Heaven  a  better  race  of  men  fupplies  ; 
And  glory  fhoots  new  beams  from  weRern  fliies. 

VI. 

Turn  then  to  Pharamond  and  Charlemain, 
And  the  long  heroes  of  the  Gallic  ftrain  ; 
Experienc'd  chiefs,  for  hardy  prowefs  known. 
And  bloody  wreaths  in  venturous  battles  won. 
From  the  firll  William,  our  great  Norman  king. 
The  bold  Plantagenets  and  Tudors  bring  ; 
Illuftrious  virtues,  who  by  turns  have  rofe 
In  foreign  fields  to  check  Britannia's  foes  ; 
With  happy  laws  her  empire  to  fuftain, 
And  with  full  power  aflert  her  ambient  main. 
But  fometimes,  too  induftrious  to  be  great,  s 

Nor  patient  to  expe6l  the  turns  of  fate, 
They  open'd  camps,  deform'd  by  civil  fight, 
And  made  proud  conqueft  trample  over  right : 
Difparted  Britain  mourn'd  their  doubtful  fway, 
And  dreaded  both,  when  neither  would  obey. 

VII.  From 
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VIL 

From  Didier  and  imperial  Adolph  trace 
The  glorious  offspring  of  the  Naffau  race. 
Devoted  lives  to  public  liberty  ; 
The  chief  flill  dying,  or  the  country  free. 
Then  fee  the  kindred  blood  of  Orange  flow. 
From  warlike  Cornet,  through  the  lines  of  Beau  ; 
Through  Chalon  next,  and  there  with  Naffau  join. 
From  Rhone's  fair  banks  tranfplanted  to  the  Rhine. 
Bring  next  the  royal  lifl  of  Stuarts  forth, 
Undaunted  minds,  that  rul'd  the  rugged  north  : 
Till  Heaven's  decrees  by  ripening  times  are  (hown 
Till  Scotland's  kings  afcend  the  Englifli  throne 
And  the  fair  rivals  live  for  ever  one. 
VIII. 
Janus,  mighty  deity, 

Be  kind  ;  and,  as  thy  fearching  eye 

Does  our  modern  ftoiy  trace. 

Finding  fome  of  Stuart's  race 

Unhappy,  pafs  their  annals  by : 
No  harfh  refleftion  let  remembrance  raife : 
Forbear  to  mention  what  thou  canfl  not  praife  : 
But,  as  thou  dweirfl  upon  that  heavenly  name  *, 
To  grief  for  ever  facred,  as  to  fame. 
Oh  !  read  it  to  thyfelf ;  in  filence  weep  ; 
And  tliy  convulfive  foiTOws  inward  keep  : 
Lefl  Britain's  grief  fliould  waken  at  the  found. 
And  blood  gufli  frefli  from  her  eternal  wound. 
*  Mar)'. 

U  4  IX.  Whithc 
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IX. 

Whither  wouldCt  thou  further  look  ? 
Read  WilHam's  afts,  and  clofe  the  ample  book  : 
Perufe  the  wonders  of  his  dawning  life  : 

How,  like  Alcides,  he  began  ; 
With  infant  patience  calm'd  feditious  ftrife, 

And  quell'd  the  fnakes  which  round  his  cradle  ran. 
X. 
Defcribe  his  youth,  attentive  to  alarms, 
By  dangers  form'd,  and  perfefted  in  arms : 
When  conquering,  mild  ;    v/hen  conquer'd,  not  dif- 

grac'd  ; 
By  wrongs  not  lefTen'd,  nor  by  triumphs  rais'd  : 

Superior  to  the  blind  events 

Of  little  human  accidents  ; 

And  conftant  to  his  firfl  decree, 
To  curb  the  proud,  to  fet  the  injur'd  free  ; 
To  bow  the  haughty  neck,  and  raife  the  fuppliant 
knee. 

XI. 
His  opening  years  to  riper  manhood  bring  ■; 
And  fee  the  hero  perfeft  in  the  king  : 
Imperious  arms  by  manly  reafon  fway'd. 
And  power  fupreme  by  free  confent  obey'd ; 
With  how  much  hafte  his  mercy  meets  his  foes. 
And  how  unbounded  his  forglvenefs  flows  ; 
With  what  defire  he  makes  his  fubjefts  blefs'd. 
His  favours  granted  ere  his  throne  addrefs'd  : 
What  trophies  o'er  our  captiv'd  hearts  he  rears, 
By  arts  of  peace  more  potent  than  by  wars : 

How 
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How  o'er  himfelf  as  o'er  the  world  he  reigns. 
His  morals  ftrengthcning  what  his  law  ordains. 

XIL 
Through  all  his  thread  of  hfe  already  fpun. 
Becoming  grace  and  proper  action  run  : 
The  piece  by  Virtue's  equal  hand  is  wrought, 
Mixt  with  no  crime,  and  fhaded  with  no  fault ; 

No  footfteps  of  the  vidlor's  rage 
JLeft  In  the  camp  where  William  did  engage  : 

No  tinfture  of  the  monarcli's  pride 

Upon  the  royal  purple  fpy'd  : 

His  fame,  like  gold,  the  more  'tis  try'd, 
The  more  fhall  its  intrlnfic  worth  proclaim ; 
Shall  pafs  the  combat  of  the  fearching  flame, 

And  triumph  o'er  the  v^nquifh'd  heat, 

For  ever  coming  out  the  fame. 
And  lofmg  nor  its  luftre  nor  its  weight. 
XIII. 

Janus,  be  to  William  juft  ; 
To  faithful  Hiftory  his  anions  truft  : 

Command  her,  with  pecuHar  care 
To  trace  each  toil,  and  comment  every  war  s 

His  faving  wonders  bid  her  write 

In  charafters  diflinftly  bright  ; 

That  each  revolving  age  may  read 
The  Patriot's  piety,  the  Hero's  deed  : 
And  ftill  the  fire  inculcate  to  his  fon 
Tranfmiflive  lefTons  of  the  king's  renown  ; 

That  William's  glory  flill  may  live  ; 

When  all  that  prefent  art  can  glve^ 

The 
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The  pillarM  marble,  and  the  tablet  brafs, 

Mouldering,  drop  the  victor's  praife  : 

When  the  great  monuments  of  his  power 

Shall  now  be  vifible  no  more  ; 
When  Sambre  fhali  have  chang'd  her  winding  flood  ; 

And  children  afl<,  where  Namur  ftood. 

XIV. 

Namur,  proud  city,  how  her  towers  were  arm'd ! 

How  flie  contemn'd  th'  approaching  foe  I 
Till  fhe  by  William's  trumpets  was  alarm'd, 
And  fhook,  and  funk,  and  fell  beneath  his  blow. 

Jove  and  Pallas,  mighty  powers. 
Guided  the  hero  to  the  hollile  towers. 

Perfeus  feem'd  lefs  fwift  in  war, 

When,  wing'd  with  fpeed,  he  flew  through  air. 

Embattled  nations  llrive  in  vain 

The  Hero's  glory  to  reflirain  : 
Streams  arm'd  with  rocks,  and  mountains  red  with  fire^ 

In  vain  againft  his  force  confpire. 
Behold  him  from  the  dreadful  height  appear ! 
And  lo  !   Britannia's  lions  waving  there. 
XV. 

Europe  freed,  and  France  repell'd. 

The  Hero  from  the  height  beheld : 
He  fpake  the  word,  that  war  and  rage  fhould  ceafe  ; 
He  bid  the  Maefe  and  Rhine  in  fafety  flow ; 

And  dictated  a  lading  peace 

To  the  rejoicing  world  below. 
To  refcued  fcates,  and  vindicated  crowns, 
His  ec[ual  hand  prefcrib'd  their  ancient  bounds ; 

Ordain'd, 
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OrdainM,  whom  every  province  H^oiild  obey  ; 
How  far  each  monarch  fliould  extend  his  fway ; 
Ta;;ght  them  how  clemency  made  power  rever'd. 
And  that  the  prince  belov'd  was  truly  fear'd. 
Firm  by  his  fide  unfpotted  honour  flood, 
Pleas'd  to  confefs  him  not  fo  great  as  good  : 
His  head  with  brighter  beams  fair  Virtue  deck'd. 
Than  thofe  which  all  his  numerous  crowns  refledl  j 
Eftabhfh'd  Freedom  clapp'd  her  joyful  wings  ; 
Proclaim'd  the  firil  of  men,  and  befl  of  kings. 
XVI. 

Whither  would  the  Mufe  afpire 

With  Pindar's  rage,  without  his  fire  ? 

Pardon  me,  Janus,  'twas  a  fault, 

Created  by  too  great  a  thought : 

Mindlefs  of  the  God  and  day, 

I  from  thy  altars,  Janus,  ftray. 
From  thee,  and  from  myfelf,  borne  far  away. 

The  fiery  Pegafus  difdains 
To  mind  the  rider's  voice,  or  hear  the  reins  : 
When  glorious  fields  and  opening  camps  he  views, 

He  runs  with  an  unbounded  loofe  : 
Hardly  the  Mufe  can  fit  the  headllrong  horfe  ; 
Nor  would  fhe,  if  flie  could,  check  his  impetuous  force  ^ 
With  the  glad  noife  the  cliffs  and  vallies  ring, 
While  fhe  through  earth  and  air  purfues  the  king, 

XVII. 
She  now  beholds  him  on  the  Belgic  fhore, 
Whilft  Britain's  tears  his  ready  help  implore  ; 

2  DifTcmbling 
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DiiTemblmg  for  her  fake  his  rifing  cares, 

And  with  wife  filence  pondering  vengeful  wars. 

She  through  the  raging  ocean  now 
Views  him  advancing  his  aufpicious  prow  ; 
Combating  adverfe  winds  and  winter  feas. 
Sighing  the  moments  that  defer  our  eafe  : 
Daring  to  weild  the  fceptre's  dangerous  weight. 
And  taking  the  command,  to  fave  the  ftate  ; 
Though,  ere  the  doubtful  gift  can  be  fecur'd. 
New  wars  mull  be  fullain*d,  new  wounds  endur'd. 

XVIII. 
Through  rough  lerne's  camps  fhe  founds  alarms. 
And  kingdoms  yet  to  be  redeem 'd  by  arms  ; 
In  the  dank  marfhes  finds  her  glorious  theme, 
And  plunges  after  him  through  Boyne's  fierce  flream. 
She  bids  the  Nereids  run  with  trembling  hafte, 
To  tell  old  Ocean  how  the  Hero  paft. 
The  God  j-ebukes  their  fear,  and  owns  the  praife 
Worthy  that  arm,  whofe  empire  he  obeys, 

XIX. 
Back  ±0  his  Albion  fhe  delights  to  bring 
The  humblefi:  viftor,  and  the  kindeft  king. 
Albion  with  open  triumph  would  receive 

Her  hero,  nor  obtains  his  leave  ; 
Firm  he  rifjefts  the  altars  fhe  would  raife  ; 
And  thanks  the  ze?l,  while  he  declines  the  praife. 
Again  fhe  follows  him  through  Belgia's  land. 
And  countries  often  fav'd  by  William's  hand  ; 
Hears  joyful  nations  blefs  thofe  happy  toils, ' 
Which  freed  the  people,  but  returned  the  fpoils. 

In 
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In  various  views  (he  tries  her  conftant  theme  ; 
Finds  hini  in  councils,  and  in  arms  the  fame  ; 
When  certain  to  o'ercome,  inchn'd  to  fave. 
Tardy  to  vengeance,  and  with  mercy  brave. 

XX. 
Sudden  another  fcene  employs  her  Tiglit  ; 
She  fets  her  Hero  in  another  light  ; 
Paints  his  great  mind  fuperior  to  fuccefs. 
Declining  conqueft,  to  eflabhih  peace  : 
She  brings  Aftrea  down  to  earth  again  ; 
And  Quiet,  brooding  o'fer  his  future  reign.. 

XXI. 
Then  with  unweary  wing  the  Goddefs  foars 
Eaft,  over  Danube  and  Propontis'  fhores ; 
Where  jarring  empires,  ready  to  engage. 
Retard  their  armies,  and  fufpend  their  rage  ; 
Till  William's  word,  like  that  of  Fate,  declares. 
If  they  fhall  lludy  peace,  or  lengthen  wars. 
How  facred  his  renown  for  equal  laws. 
To  whom  the  world  defers  Its  common  caufe  ! 
How  fair  his  friendfhips,  and  his  leagues  how  juft. 
Whom  every  nation  courts,  whom  all  religions  truft  ! 

XXII. 
From  the  Ma^ctis  to  the  Northern  fea. 

The  Goddefs  wings  her  defperate  way  ; 
Sees  the  young  Mufcovite,  the  mighty  head, 
Whofe  fovereign  terror  forty  nations  dread, 
Jnamour'd  with  a  greater  monarch's  praife. 
And  pafling  half  the  earth  to  his  embrace  : 

She 
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She  in  his  rule  beholds  his  Volga's  force. 
O'er  precipices  with  impetuous  fway 
Breaking,  and,  as  he  rolls  his  rapid  courfe. 
Drowning,  or  bearing  down,  whatever  meets  his  way, 
But  her  own  king  fhe  likens  to  his  Thames, 
With  gentle  courfe  devolving  fruitful  ftreams ; 
Serene  yet  ftrong,  majeftic  yet  fedate. 
Swift  without  violence,  without  terror  great. 
Each  ardent  nymph  the  rifmg  current  craves  ; 
Each  fhepherd's  prayer  retards  the  parting  waves  ; 
The  vales  along  the  bank  their  fweets  difclofe  ; 
Prefh  flowers  for  ever  rife  ;  and  fruitful  harveil  grows. 

XXIII. 
Yet  whither  would  th'  adventurous  Goddefs  go  ? 
Sees  ihe  not  clouds,  and  earth,  and  main,  below  ? 
Minds  fhe  the  dangers  of  the  Lycian  coall. 
And  fields,  where  mad  Bellerophon  was  loll  ? 

Or  is  her  towering  flight  reclaim'd 
By  feas  from  Icarus's  downfall  nam'd  ? 
Vain  is  the  call,  and  ufelefs  the  advice : 
To  wife  perfuafion  deaf,  and  human  cries. 

Yet  upward  flie  inceflunt  flies  ; 
Refolv'd  to  reach  the  high  empyrean  fphere, 
And  tell  great  Jove,  flie  fmgs  his  image  here  ; 
To  aflc  for  William  an  Olympic  crown. 
To  Chromius'  llrength,  and  Theron's  fpeed  unknown  2 
Till,  loft  in  tracklefs  fields  of  fliining  day, 

Unable  to  difcern  the  way, 
Which  Naflau's  virtue  only  could  explore,  '"•" 

Untouch'd,  unknown,  to  any  Mufe  before  ^ 

She, 
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She,  from  the  noble  precipices  thrown, 
Comes  rufhing  with  uncommon  ruin  down. 

Glorious  attempt !   unhappy  fate  ! 
The  fong  too  daring,  and  the  theme  too  great ! 

Yet  rather  thus  flie  wills  to  die, 
Than  in  continued  annals  Hve,  to  fing 
A  fecond  hero,  or  a  vulgar  king  ; 

And  with  ignoble  fafety  fly 
In  fight  of  earth,  along  a  middle  Iky. 

XXIV. 
To  Janus'  altars,  and  the  numerous  throng 

That  round  his  myflic  temple  prefs, 

For  William's  Hfe  and  Albion's  peace, 
Ambitious  Mufe,  reduce  the  roving  fong, 

Janus,  call  thy  forward  eye 
Future,  into  great  Rhea's  pregnant  womb  ; 
Where  young  ideas  brooding  he. 
And  tender  images  of  things  to  come  : 

Till,  by  thy  high  commands  releas'd. 
Till,  by  thy  hand  in  proper  atoms  drefs'd. 
In  decent  order  they  advance  to  light  ; 
Yet  then  too  fwiftly  fleet  by  human  fight ; 
And  meditate  too  foon  their  everlafting  flight. 

XXV. 

Nor  beaks  of  fhips  In  naval  triumph  borne. 
Nor  fl:andards  from  the  hoftile  ramparts  torn, 

Nor  trophies  brought  from  battles  won, 
Nor  oaken  wreath,  nor  mural  crown, 

CaA 
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Can  any  future  honours  give 

To  the  viftorious  monarcli's  name  : 

The  plenitude  of  Wllham's  fame 
Can  no  accumulated  llores  receive. 
Shut  then,  aufpicioua  God,  thy  facred  gate. 
And  make  us  happy,  as  our  king  is  great.    . 

Be  kind,  and  with  a  milder  hand 
Clofing  the  volume  of  the  finifh'd  age 

(Though  noble^  'twas  an  iron  page), 

A  more  delightful  leaf  expand, 
Free  from  alarms,  and  fierce  Bellona's  rage  : 
Bid  the  great  months  begin  their  joyful  round, 
By  Flora  fome,  and  fome  by  Ceres  crown 'd : 
Teach  the  glad  hours  to  fcatter,  as  they  fly, 
iSoft  quiet,  gentle  love,  and  endlefs  joy  ; 
Lead  forth  the  years  for  peace  and  plenty  fam'd. 
From  Saturn's  rule  and  better  metal  nam'd. 

XXVI. 
Secure  by  WilHam's  care  let  Britain  {land  ; 

Nor  dread  the  bold  invader's  hand  : 
From  adverfe  fhores  in  fafety  let  her  hear. 
Foreign  calamity,  and  diftant  war  ; 
Of  which  let  her,  great  Heaven,  no  portion  bear  ! 
Betwixt  the  nations  let  her  hold  her  fcale^ 
And,  as  fhe  wills,  let  either  part  prevail : 
Let  her  glad  vallies  fmlle  with  wavy  corn ; 
Let  fleecy  flocks  her  rifing  hills  adorn  ; 
Around  her  coall  let  ftrong  defence  be  fpread ; 
Let  fair  abundance  on  her  breall  be  fhed  ; 
And  heavenly  fweets  bloom  round  the  Goddefs'  head ! 

XXVIL  Where 
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XXVII. 

Wlicre  the  white  towers  and  ancient  roofs  did  fland, 
Remains  of  Wolfey's  or  great  Henry's  liarid. 
To  age  now  yielding,  or  devoured  by  flame, 
Let  a  young  phoenix  raife  her  towering  head  ; 
Her  wings  with  lengthen'd  honour  let  her  fpread  ;. 
And  by  her  greatnefs  (hew  her  builder's  fame  i 
Auguil:  and  open  as  the  hero's  mind. 

Be  her  capacious  courts  defign'd  : 

Let  eveiy  facred  pillar  bear 
Trophies  of  arms,  and  monuments  of  war. 
The  king  fhall  there  in  Parian  marble  breathe. 
His  fhoulder  bleeding  frefh :  and  at  his  feet 

Difarm'd  fliall  he  the  threatening  death 
(For  fo  was  faving  Jove's  decree  complete). 
Behind,  that  angel  (hall  be  plac'd,  whofe  fhield 

Sav'd  Europe,  in  the  blow  repell'd  : 
On  the  firm  bafis,  from  his  oozy  bed, 

Boyne  fhall  raife  his  laurel'd  head  ; 

And  his  immortal  ftream  be  known, 
Aj-tfuUy  waving  through  the  wounded  Hone. 

XXVIII. 
And  thou,  imperial  Windfor,  ftand  enlarg'd,, 

With  all  the  monarch's  trophies  charg'd  : 
Thou,  the  fair  heaven,  that  doll:  the  ftars  inclofe. 
Which  William's  bofom  wenrs,  or  hand  bellows 
On  the  great  champions  who  fupport  his  throne. 

And  virtues  neareft  to  his  own,. 

Vol.  XXXI I.  X  XXIX.  Round 
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XXIX. 

Round  Ormond's  knee,  thou  ty'ft  tKe  mylllc  ftring. 
That  makes  the  knight  companion  to  the  king. 
From  glorious  camps  return'd,  and  foreign  fields, 
Bowing  before  thy  fainted  warrior's  fhrine, 
Faft  by  his  great  forefather's  coats,  and  fhields 
Blazon'd  from  Bohun's  or  from  Butler's  line, 
He  hangs  his  arms  ;  nor  fears  thofe  arms  fhould  fhine 
With  an  unequal  ray  ;  or  that  his  deed 

With  paler  glory  fhould  recede, 
Eclips'd  by  theirs,  or  leflen'd  by  the  fame 
Ev'n  of  his  own  maternal  NafTau's  name. 

XXX. 
Thou  fmiling  feeft  great  Dorfet's  worth  confeft. 
The  ray  diftinguifhing  the  patriot's  breaft  ; 
Born  to  protect  and  love,  to  help  and  pleafe  ; 
Sovereign  of  wit,  and  ornament  of  peace. 
O  !  long  as  breath  informs  this  fleeting  frame. 
Ne'er  let  me  pafs  in  filence  Dorfet's  name  ; 
Ne'er  ceafe  to  mention  the  continued  debt, 
Which  the  great  patron  only  would  forget, 
And  duty,  long  as  life,  mufl  fludy  to  acquit, 

XXXI. 
Renown'd  in  thy  records  fliail  Ca'ndifli  ftand, 
AfTerting  legal  power  and  juft  command  : 
To  the  great  houfe  thy  favour  fhall  be  fhown. 
The  father's  ftar  tranfmiflive  to  the  fon. 
From  thee  the  Talbot's  and  the  Seymour's  race 
Inform'd,  their  fire's  Immortal  fteps  fliall  trace. 

2  Happy, 
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Happy,  may  their  fons  receive 
The  bright  reward,  which  thou  alone  canft  give ! 

XXXI  r. 
And  if  a  God  thefe  lucky  numbers  guide  ; 
If  fure  Apollo  o'er  the  verfe  prefide  ; 
Jerfey,  belov'd  by  all  (for  all  mult  feel 

The  influence  of  a  form  and  mind. 
Where  comely  grace  and  conftant  virtue  dwell, 
Like  mingled  ftreams,  more  forcible  when  join'd)— 

Jerfey  (hall  at  thy  altars  Hand ; 

Shall  there  receive  the  azure  band, 
Tliat  faireft  mark  of  favour  and  of  fame, 

Familiar  to  the  Villiers'  name. 
XXXIII. 
Science  to  raife,  and  knowledge  to  enlarge. 

Be  our  great  mafter ' s  future  charge  ; 
To  write  his  own  memoirs,  and  leave  his  heirs 
High  fchemes  of  government,  and  plans  of  wars ; 
By  fair  rewards  our  noble  youtli  to  raife 
To  emulous  merit,  and  to  thiril  of  praife ; 
To  lead  them  out  from  eafe  ere  op?ning  dawn 
Tlirough  the  thick  foreft  cLtA  the  dillant  lawn, 
WHiere  the  fleet  ftag  employs  their  ardent  care, 
And  chaces  give  them  images  of  war ; 
'i'o  teach  them  vigilance  by  falfe  alarms. 
Inure  thera  in  feign'd  camps  to  real  arms ; 
Praclife  them  now  to  curb  the  turning  Iteed, 
Mocking  the  foe  ;   now  to  his  rapid  fpeed 
To  give  the  rein,  and  in  the  full  career 
To  draw  the  certain  fword,  or  fend  the  pointed  fpear. 
X  2  XXXIV.   Lcrt 
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XXXIV. 

Let  him  unite  his  fubjefts  hearts, 
Planting  focieties  for  peaceful  arts  ; 
Some  that  in  nature  fhall  true  knowledge  found, 
And  by  experiment  make  precept  found  ; 
Some  that  to  morals  fhall  recal  the  age, 
And  purge  from  vicious  drofs  the  finking  llage  ; 
Some  that  with  care  true  eloquence  {hall  teach, 
And  to  jull  idioms  fix  our  doubtful  fpeech  ; 
That  from  our  writers  diftant  realms  may  know 

The  thanks  we  to  our  monarch  owe  ; 
And  fchools  profefs  our  tongue  through  every  land. 
That  has  invoked  his  aid,  or  blefi:  his  hand. 

XXXV. 
Let  his  high  power  the  drooping  Mufes  rear ; 
The  Mufes  only  can  reward  his  care ; 
'Tis  they  that  guard  the  great  Atrides'  fpoils  ; 
^Tis  they  that  ftill  renew  UlyiTes'  toils  ; 
To  them  by  fmiling  Jove  'twas  given  to  fave 
Dillinguifli'd  patriots  from  the  common  grave  ; 
To  them,  great  William's  glory  to  recal. 
When  {latues  moulder,  and  when  arches  fall. 
Nor  let  the  Mufes,  with  ungrateful  pride. 

The  fources  of  their  treafure  hide  : 
The  hero's  virtue  does  the  ilring  infpire. 
When  with  big  joy  they  ftrike  the  living  lyre. 

On  William's  fame  their  fate  depends  ; 
With  him  the  fong  begins  j  with  him  it  ends. 


Frora 


CARMEN      S  E  C  U  L  A  R  E.         s^^ 

"From  the  bright  effluence  of  his  deed 

They  borrow  that  rtfle6led  liglit, 

With  which  the  lafting  lamp  they  feed, 
Whofe  beams  difpel  the  damps  of  envious  night. 

XXXVI. 
Through  various  ch'mes,  and  to  each  diftant  pole, 
In  happy  tides  let  active  commerce  roll : 
Let  Britain's  fiiips  export  an  annual  fleece, 
Richer  than  Argos  brought  to  ancient  Greece: 
Returning  loaden  with  the  fhining  flores, 
Which  lie  profufe  on  either  India's  Ihores. 
As  our  high  veiTels  pafs  their  watery  way. 
Let  all  the  naval  world  due  homage  pay  : 
With  hally  reverence  their  top-honours  lower, 

Confefiing  the  afferted  power, 
To  whom  by  Fate  'twas  given,  with  happy  fway. 
To  calm  the  earth,  and  vindicate  the  fea. 

XXXVII. 
Our  prayers  are  heard  ;  our  matter's  fleets  fiiall  go 
As  far  as  winds  can  bear,  or  waters  flow, 
New  lands  to  make,  new  Indias  to  explore, 
In  worlds  unknown  to  plant  Britannia's  power ; 
Nations  yet  wild  by  precept  to  reclaim, 
And  teach  them  arms  and  aits  in  William's  name. 

XXXVIII. 
With  humble  joy,  and  with  refpedful  fear, 
The  lifliening  people  fliall  his  fl:ory  hear. 
The  wounds  he  bore,  the  dangers  he  fuftain'd, 
liow  far  he  conquer'd,  and  how  vrell  he  reign 'd  ; 

X  3  Shall 
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Shall  own  his  mercy  equal  to  his  fame, 
And  form  their  children's  accents  to  his  name 
Inquiring  hov/,  and  when,  from  Heaven  he  came 
Their  regal  tyrants  fhall  with  blufhes  hide 
Their  little  lulls  of  arbitrary  pride. 

Nor  bear  to  fee  their  vaffals  ty'd ; 
When  William's  virtues  raife  their  opening  thought 
His  forty  years  for  public  freedom  fought, 

Europe  by  his  hand  fuftain'd. 
His  conquell  by  his  piety  reftrain'd, 
And  o'er  himfelf  the  laft  great  triumph  gain'd. 

XXXIX. 
No  longer  fiiall  their  wretched  zeal  adore 

Ideas  of  deftruftive  power, 
Spirits  that  hurt,  and  godheads  that  devour  : 
New  incenfe  they  fliall  bring,  new  altars  raife, 
And  fill  their  temples  with  a  ftranger's  praife  ; 
When  the  great  father's  character  they  find 
Vifibiy  ftampt  upon  the  hero's  mind  ; 
And  own  a  prefent  Deity  confeft. 
In  valour  that  preferv'd,  and  power  that  bleft. 

XL. 
Through  the  large  convex  of  the  azure  ficy 
(For  thither  Nature  calls  our  common  eye) 
Fierce  meteors  fhoot  their  arbitrary  light ; 
And  comets  march  with  lawlefs  horror  bright ; 
Thefe  hear  no  rule,  no  righteous  order  own  ; 
Their  influence  dreaded  as  their  ways  unknown  ; 
Through  threaten'd  lands  they  wild  deftruition  throw. 
Till  ardent  prayer  averts  the  public  woe. 

But 


■  } 

ame.    J 

} 

} 
} 


CARMEN      SECULARE.        3x1 

But  the  bright  orb  that  blefTes  all  above, 

The  facred  fire,  the  real  fon  of  Jove, 

Rules  not  his  aftions  by  capricious  will ; 

Nor  by  ungovern'd  power  declines  to  ill : 

Fix'd  by  juft  lav/s,  he  goes  for  ever  right : 

Man  knows  his  courfe,  and  thence  adores  his  light. 

XLI. 
O  Janus !    would  intreated  Fate  confpire 
To  grant  what  Britain's  wifhes  could  require  ; 
Above,  that  Sun  fhould  ceafe  his  w^ay  to  go, 
Ere  William  ceafe  to  rule,  and  blefs  below : 

But  a  relentlefs  Deftlny 

Urges  all  that  e'er  was  born  ; 
Snatch'd  from  her  arms,  Britannia  once  mufl  mourn 
The  Demi-God  ;  the  earthly  half  muH  die. 
Yet  if  our  incenfe  can  your  wTath  remove  ; 
If  human  prayers  avail  on  minds  above  ; 
Exert,  great  God  !   thy  interell  in  the  flcy, 
Gain  each  kind  Power,  each  guardian  Deity  ^ 

That,  conquer'd  by  the  public  vow, 
They  bear  the  difmal  mifchief  far  away  • 
O  !  long  as  utmoil  nature  may  allow. 

Let  them  retard  the  threaten'd  day  ! 
Still  be  our  maftei's  life  thy  happy  care  ; 
Still  let  his  bleffings  with  his  years  increafe  : 
To  his  laborious  youth,  confum'd  in  war. 
Add  laftlng  age,  adorn'd  and  crown'd  with  peace; 
Let  twilled  olives  bind  thofe  laurels  faft, 

Whofe  verdure  mult  for  ever  lail ! 

X  4  XLH.  Lon- 
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XLII. 

Long  let  this  growing  asra  blefs  his  fway ; 
And  let  our  fons  his  prefent  rule  obey : 
On  his  fure  virtue  long  let  earth  rely, 
And  late  let  the  impeiial  eagle  fly, 
To  -bear  the  Hero  through  his  father's  fl<y, 
To  Leda's  twins,  or  he  whofe  glorious  fpeed 
On  foot  prevaiPd,  or  he  who  tam'd  the  Heed  5 
To  Hercules,  at  length  abfolv'd  by  fate 
Prom  earthly  toil,  and  above  envy  great ; 
To  Virgil's  theme,  bright  Cytherea's  fon. 
Sire  of  the  Latian  and  the  Britifh  throne; 

To  all  the  radiant  names  above, 

Hever'd  by  men,. and  dear  to  Jove.; 

Late,  Janus,  let  the  Naffau-flar 
l\ew-born,  in  riling  majefty  appear. 

To  triumph  over  vanquilh'd  night. 

And  guide  the  profperous  mariner 
With  everlafting  beams  of  friendly  light. 

THE  REMEDY  WORSE  THAN  THE  DISEASE, 

T  S  E  N  T  for  RatclifiPe  ;  was  fo  ill, 
-^    That  other  Doctors  gave  me  over^ 
He  felt  my  pulfc,  prefcrib'd  his  pill.. 
And  I  was  likely  to  recover. 

Eut,  when  the  wit  began  to  wheeze, 

And  wine  had  vv-arm'd  the  PoHtician, 
Cur'd  yefterday  of  my  difeafe, 

I  dy 'd  laH  ^ight  of  ray  Phyfician* 

CON- 
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